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PUBLISHER'S ADVERTISEMENT. 

It is generally acknowledged that the London 
" Times" is among the most accomplished intellec- 
tual products of England. Its leaders influence 
opinion throughout the world ; not leas by the 
force of conviction or prejudice than by the charms 
of a full, varied, commanding style. The reader 
of the following pages will perceive an equally 
high order of ability in a series of papers which 
have, from timo to time, appeared in its columns, 
illustrating topics of a permanent biographical 
and historical interest. These papers, under the 
form of reviews, are really brilflant original Es- 
says, frequently displaying the neat humour of a 
Sydney Smith, or the glowing narrative sweep of 
a Macaulay. 

The Essays in this volume exhibit a variety of 
treatment, and are models of their class. The 
sketch of the French Revolution of 1848, and 
the paper on the Amouita of Dean Swift are 
masterpieces in their different ways ; the one as a 
forcibly painted, picturesque panorama of startling 
events, the other as a subtle investigation of 
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character. The stoi'y of Lord Nelson's Lady 
Hamilton is an example of pathos where the in- 
terest grows out of a clear firmly presented state- 
ment. The paper on Egypt is an attmirable re- 
simi^ of the results of Antiquarian study, in a 
style at once learned and popular. 

This selection ie, with the exception of two 
articles, for which three others of a less depend- 
ent form and of a more general interest have been 
substituted, the same with that recently published 
by Mr. Murray in Loudon. 

Hew-Youk, Maeoh, 1852. 
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PERSONAL ASD HISTOEICAL 

SKETCHES. 



LOED NELSON AND LADY HAMILTON. 

Another Life of Nelson is not aeeessarily another 
contribution to the coimtiy's waste-paper basket. Much, 
as we have heard of the nation's darling hero, 
there still remains something to be told. Southey, 
in his short but perfect biography, satisfied our 
patrioiasm and did homage to a people's love. Sir 
Harris Nicolas, in hia more voluminous collection of 
the despatches and letters, made due provision for 
the graver requirements of posterity ; but neither 
the one nor the other possessed the key that could 
carry us very far into the recesses of Nebon's history 
— hidden retreats, possessing to many minds attrac- 
tions not to be found in the more open and dazzling 
field of his glorious pubhe career. For every one 
who prefers a visit to the state apartments of Windsor 
Castle, there aie a thousand who would willingly 
desert the magnificient halls to linger for a moment 
in the quietier rooms daily inhabited by a Queen. 
That which b nearest to us touches us most, and 
hence it is something more than vulgar curiosity that 
renders us so eager to ascertain the domestic move- 
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menta of the great. Humanity loses siglit of itself in 
soaring to the contemplation of a demigod. It meets 
itself again, and is contented and instructed when 
tracking the deity upon the earth, and watching his 
impulses upon the path of passion common to all. 

According to oui notions, Nelson realized the 
ideal of a hero as completely as any worshipped at 
any time in any land. His piety was of the simplest ; 
his love of countiy was fervent and self-subjugating ; 
hw gentleness was equalled only by his valour; and 
his energy, whicii has perhaps never been rivalled, 
corresponded with the genius that inspired it. Deli- 
cate in body, and insignificant in appearance, he 
electrified all within his atmosphere, and secured 
love and devotion that could accomplish any thing, 
because in his presence they could recognise no 
difficulty or check. But Nelson was not a complete 
man. Dazzling as was his moral nature, the bright 
sun had still its dis%uring spot. Humility, the 
essential lesson in our passage through time to 
eternity, is never so effectually taught as when the 
most illustrious present themselves to the most abject 
stained and degraded by pitiable sin. It is the 
blotted page of Nelson's history to which our atten- 
tion is now chiefly called. We must take courage 
and survey it. 

Romance h^ been beaten in ite own domain by 
the surpassingly romantic history of Lady Hamilton. 
Before no other woman, perhaps, could Nelson have 
so completely fallen ; upon no other woman of lier 
time were fascinations of every kind so lavishly 
bestowed. Her life reads like a fable. She was the 
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daughter of Heiijy Lyon, or Lyons, a labouring man, 
living at Preston, in Lancashire. He dying whilst 
she was still a child, the mother removed to Hawar- 
den, in Flinlshirc, and there supported herself as 
best .she could. As to bestowing education upon 
Ler offspring, to talk of it is absurd. The fiunily 
belonged to the dragged-up class of the community, 
and when, by dint of instruction, perseverance, and 
uncommon tact in lat«r years. Lady Hainillon con- 
trived to eorreapond with the most notable people 
of her day, the difficulty with which she managed 
to spell correctly testified to the meagreneas of her 
earliest acquisiliona. It is presumed she was born 
in the ycM' 1764, and the first years of hev life after 
quitting home were spent in ordinary servitude. 
Her first engagement was aa nui'seiymaid m the 
family of Mr. Thomas, of Hawarden, the biother m 
law of Mr, Alderman Boydell; but she afterwards 
went to London and held the same situation m the 
house of Dr. Budd, who then residpd in Ch'itham- 
place, Elackfiiars, and was one of the physicians of 
St. Bartholomew's Hospital. Her fellow-servant here 
— the housemaid — singularly enough, became Mrs. 
Powell, the celebrated actress of Drury-lane Theatre. 
Years afterwards, when Lady Hamilton was in the 
meridian of her glory, and had won renown by her 
archievmcments and beauty, she visit«d Drury-lane 
Theatre with her husband, and Mrs. Powell performed 
upon the occasion. The admiration of the house 
was divided between the accomplished actress and the 
still more famous visitor. You may search the history 
of domestic servitude in vain for a parallel coincidence. 



iLvGoOglf 



Leaving the aervice of Dr. Budd, Emma Lyon dc- 
aeended a step or two, and became the servant of a 
dealer in St James's-market. Here her appearance 
and manners attracted the attention of a lady of quality, 
and she was invited to what, for want of a better ex- 
pression, we may aJl a " higher sphere." With much 
leisure in the house of a feshionable lady, with an ar- 
dent temperament, an extraordinary capacity, and a 
strong will, she took up such books as fell in her way, 
and grew into a desperate novel reader. It is but fiiir to 
yie memory of Lady Hamilton, who will have hut little 
of the reader's s3Tnpathy after the next dozen lines are 
read, fo state her difficulties and temptations at the out- 
set of her career, and to show how far cu'cunistances 
and society itself were guilty of her many offences. 
The trash of a circulating library was not ihe only poi- 
son that crept into hei' sonl. She was already a lovely 
woman, full of energy and animation, endowed with 
great powers of mimicry, an exquidte ear, and an in- 
comparable voice. "Without education, and surrounded 
by flattery and vice, we must not wonder if the servant 
yielded to soUcitations against which the well-bom and 
the well-informed are not always proof. 

"We are told that she first became the mistress of 
Captain, afterwards Kear-Admiral John Willett Payne, 
but that she soon deserted this gentleman for the pro- 
tection of Sir Harry Featherstonhaugh, Bait., of tip 
Part, Sussex. The baronet was fond of field-sports; 
Emma Lyon, who excelled in whatever she attempted, 
took to riding in consequence, and rendered herself one 
of the most most remarkable hoi'se-women of the pe- 
riod. Up Part, Sussex, however, under the influence 
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of its new mistress, became a scene of headlong dissipa- 
tion ; the protector was soon ruined, and the " protected" 
thrown upon the world, into which she went dishonoured. 
Friendless and without a home, it was perhaps creditahle 
to the discarded woman to earn her livelihood by any 
honest means that offered. One Dr. Graham was deliver- 
ing lectures at the time in the Adelphi, upon health 
and beauty, and Emma Lyon engaged herself to the 
qnack a& an illustration. Whatever may hare been the 
merit of the lectures, there could be no doubt respecting 
the form that threw life and light upon them. Rom- 
ney, the Royal Academician, pronounced it perfect, and 
took it for the subject of his most celebrated pictures. 
Hayley, the &iend of Cowper, in his Id/e of Mommy 
tells us that the talents which nature bestowed upon 
this person, led her to delight "in the two Idndred arts 
of music and pmnting ; in the fli'st she acquired great 
practical ability ; for the second she had exijuisite taste, 
and such expressive powers as could furnish to an his- 
torical painter an inspiring model for the various char- 
acters, either delicate or sublime, that he might have 
occasion to represent ;" from which statement we may 
conclude that the intellectual ability, as well as physical 
beauty of the model, was appreciated and admired by 
Komney. The poet was as bewitched as the painter ; 
both drew inspiration from the subject, and we have 
sonnets as well as portraits estant to perpetuate the 
loveliness that drove both mad, 

"We have swd above that the existence of Lady 
Hamilton reads Hke a fable. Every step we take leads 
us further fr'om what we are accustomed to regard aa 
real life, and deeper' into the realms of fiction. "We 
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have seen the labourer's daughter, a poor servant girl, 
a rich man's mistresa, the painter's hired model. We 
pursue her history. Whilst acting in the last named 
capacity she became acquainted wiih Mr. Charles Fran- 
cis Greville. Mr. Greville was the nephew of Sir Wil- 
Uam Hamilton, and femoua in his genei'afioii " for hia 
tast« in objects of art and mrta." He offered a home 
to Emma Lyon, and the girl accepted it. But he did 
more ! He attempted to cultivate the wild liixuiianee 
of an undoubted genius, and to a certain extent with 
signal succesa. Could he have sharpened her moral 
perceptions as happily as he improved her mental en- 
dowments, he might have lost a mistress, but he would 
have spared (he world much shame, and the woman he 
professed to love infinite degradation, and long and un- 
availing son'ow. She had masters for everything. Her 
knowledge of music was intuitive. Receiving in^true- 
tion in the art, she soon sang to perfection. An anec- 
dote toJd of the lady at this period is t«o characteristie 
to be omitted. Mr. Greville took her one night to 
Eanelagh,'the Vauxhall of our fetthei^ Excited hy the 
scene, and caiTied away by the admiration of those 
who surrounded her, she inaiated upon a public exhibi- 
tion of her vocal powers. She sajig and met with rap- 
turous applause. Upon returning home Mr. Greville, 
alanned, remonstrated with the performer upon the im- 
propriety of her act. He knew not the consummate 
powers of the actress with whom he had to deal. The 
rebuked penitent retired to her room, discarded the 
finery in which she was dressed, reappeared in a hum- 
ble garment, and he^ed to he dismissed. Eeader, 
imagine the tableau, and form your own conclusion. 
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IS not dismissed , she icmained 
willi her protector, and became the mother of thiee 
children, who caEed her aunt. Hei own name had 
been changed from Lyon to Haite ; for what reason we 
ate not informed. 

We are anxions as we proceed to let what glimmer- 
iug of light we caa upon this dark and melancholy pic- 
ture. We need all the relief the subject affords, and 
cannot spare one sunny ray; the shadows tail deep and 
thii^ enough anon. In the midst of her renewed 
splendour the unfortunate woman rememhei'ed her 
mother and hei' home. Through life she continued 
attentive and affectionate in her conduct towards that 
mother, and so far yindicated humanity from the all 
but unredeeined disgrace her conduct otherwise threat- 
ened ta inflict upon it. Mrs. Lyon, converted into Mi's. 
Cadogan in order to fit the poor woman for her equivo- 
cal elevation, came to her daughter whilst the latter en- 
joyed the protection of Mr. Greville, and partook of hei' 
child's good fortune. 

Such good fortnne, however, seldom ahides. The 
affaira of Mr. GreviUe, Ute those of Sir Haixy Feather- 
fitonhaugh, fell into disorder ; though, in the case of the 
former, the Fi'ench Eevolution, and not the mistress, is 
chargeable with the disaster. In 1'789 Mr, Greville 
reduced his establishment, called his creditors together, 
and parted with his mistress. We are loth to go on. 

We have stated that Mr. Greville was famous " for 
his taste in objects of art and veriu." He had an uncle, 
already named, Sir William Hamilton, who was famous 
in that way too. Sir William Hamilton was a native 
of Scotland, bom in 1730, and minister at Naples for 
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tke long period of thirty-six years. He was a distin- 
guished antiquary, remarkable for tia taste in and ap- 
preciation of the fine arts. He possessed also scientific 
acquirements, and had some knowledge of mineralogy. 
He was a trustee of the British Museum, a Fellow of 
the Koyal Society, and a Vice-President of the Sodety 
of Antiquaries. He was also a distinguished member 
of the Dilettanti Club, and appears among the portraits 
in their room of meeting at the Thatched-house Tavern. 
A portrait of Lini, by Sir Joshna Reynolds, one of his 
intimate friends, may be seen in the National Gallery. 
He is known as an author by his works. "With the 
King of Naples he was a great iavourite, and largely 
shared with him the enjoyment of the chase and other 
sports, to which the sovereign is well known to have 
been egre^ously addicted. 

Now, after such a cataJog^ie of unquestionable 
virtues, one may fairly be prepared to treat the posses- 
sor of them with unqualified respet't. How e^y it is, 
however, in this degenerate world of ours, to be scien- 
tific, to be the member of every society of the land, and 
to have your portrait painted, with a title to nothing 
but tie loathing of your fellows, may be seen in the 
history of this very man. Mr. Grcville, for a large con- 
sideration, parted with his mistress to his uncle, the 
Eight Hon. Su' William Hamilton, K, B. : and the rep- 
resentative of his majfsty, having completed his bai^ain 
with his nephew, set out for Naples, accompanied by 
Anne Harte and her mother. 

Italy was a scene fit for the development of this ex- 
traordinary woman's powera. Upon this sunny and 
dissolute soil-she was at home and revelled. The es- 
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temal graces, that are aot slow to adapt themselves to 
the duBest genius beneath, a soft and southern, sky, gave 
voluptuousness to a fonn already perfect, and made still 
more exuterant a spirit richto overflowing in its pas- 
sionate chatactei' and mai'vellous resoui'ees. All that 
coTild heighten loveliness of foim and give intensity to 
intellectual strength came at the syren's bidding. In 
tte midst of luxury and wealth, she had tut to com- 
mand in order to poMess. The improvement that took 
place in the mind and person of this unscrupulous beauty 
under the tutelage, guidance, and iistruction of Six Wil- 
liam, is said to have been extraordinary. Her singing, 
we learn, rivalled the performances of the great musical 
celebrities of her time, and when she acted, Siddona 
could not surpass the grandeur of her style, or O'Neil 
be more melting in the utterance of deep pathos. 

With a common piece of stuff, it has been stated — 
" Slie could so an'ange and clothe herself as to offer 
the most appropriate representations of a Jewess, a Ko- 
man matron, a Helen, Penelope, or Aspaaia. No cha- 
racter seemed foreign to her, and the grace she was in 
the habit of displaying under such representations, ex- 
oiled liie admiration of all who were fortunate enough 
to have been present on such occasions. The celebrated 
shawl dance owes its origin to her invention i but it is 
admitted to have been ratecuted by her with a grace and 
elegance far surpassing that with wliich it has ever been 
rendered on the stage of any of our theatres." 

Prudent and calculating for a moment, the adven- 
turess resolved to turn the great gifts of nature to ac- 
count. The amb^sador and his mistress went back to 
1 ll91, and upon the 6th day of S 
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in that year, the two were maiTied m St, George's 
Chui'ch, the ambaeaadoi being sixty years of age, his 
wife juat twenty-seven. The world, after all, is not par- 
ticular. Society welcomed the bride with open aims, 
and adulation followed her steps. There was but one 
drawback to a perfect triumph, but it was serious enough 
in its way. The fastidious court of Queen Charlotte 
refused to receive the renowned courtezan, though she 
came endorsed with the name of the king's representar 
tave. The happy couple returned to Naples with the 
lamentations of fashionable life, whicb we are infomied, 
"was greatly relieved by Lady Hamilton's displays as 
a singer and an actress," but with a rebuke in bestowing 
which it is to be regretted that so<aety as well as royalty 
did not have a share. 

Upon the re-appearance of Sir WiUiam Hamilton at 
the court of Naples, it became a question how fcr the 
queen of that country could condescend towai'ds an 
English lady who had been refused by her own soye- 
reign ; but Maria Caroline of Naples was fer too shrewd 
a woman, and much too daring in the use of her instru- 
ments, to suffer a small matter of etiquette to stand 
between her and the ftiendship of a rare ally. Lady 
Hamilton was not only received at the court of the 
Queen of Naples, but to all intents and purposes became 
the piime councillor and chief adviser of the queen, who 
having a fool for a husband, herself usurped all the 
authority of an independent sovereign. It is not too 
much to say tliat these two women, the sister of the 
unhappy Marie Antoinette, and the nursery-maid of Dr. 
Budd, for years wielded tlie destinies of Naples, and 
seriously ^ected the character of the w3l^s that ended 
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witt tlie peace of Europe in 181S, ivhea both, w^ere 
dead. No account of celebrated women can be perfect 
which shall omit the history of this pair. Both were 
endowed witii powers of mind far beyond the avei-^e 
of their sei ; both exhibited energy and understanding 
liat mspired. them to bold and decisive, if not always 
laudable, deeds ; both were as romarkablo for their 
personal beauty ^ for their self-reliance, their Imow- 
ledge of men, and their deteimination to raake the most 
of their inforinaljoix. To aay that Maria Caroline loved 
Lady Hamilton is to mi^tate a fact ; there was no love 
in the royal composition; but her ungovernable and 
undying hatred of the French inclined her, no doubt, in 
the first instance towards the wife of tlie English am- 
bassador, Mid the subseijuent devotion of the favom'ite 
aecmwi an attadiment that is confessed and reitei'ated 
through whole pages of a vehement and ovei'strained 



In the year 1793, two yeai* after the marriage of 
Lady Hamilton, Nelson being then thirty-five years old, 
was appointed to the Agamemnon. He had himself 
married in ITS'?, and from that time until 1793 had 
resided, with his wife, chiefly at Bumham Thorpe, the 
place of his birth. In June, 1793, he sailed, in the Aga- 
memnon for the Mediten'anean, under Lord Hood. It 
will be remembered tiat when Lord Hood reached the 
Mediterranean at this juncture of afiairs he took his 
station off Totilon, and opened a negotiation with the 
French for the surrendei' of the town, arsenal, forta, &C., 
to the British forces acting on behalf of Louis XYHI. 
Toulon surrendering, Nelson was ordered to carry the 
despatches to the minisffir at Turin, and afterwards to 
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proceed to Naples with deapatckea for Sir William Ham- 
ilton. He was, moreover, urged to press Sir Wflliam 
to hasten the Neapolitan troops to Toulon as muoh as 
possible, in order to guard the works smrounding that 
place. Lord Hood having great anxiety upon the subject. 
Before we introduce Captain Nelson to Lady Hamilton, 
and give him over to the perils of that seductive presence, 
it is worth while notJiig his personal appearance. The 
late king thus described the hero as te had seen hun in 
1783, and ten years of labor and sickness had not im- 
proved the picture , — 

" I was a midshipman," said his majesty, " on board 
the Barfleur, lying in the Nan'ows, oiF Staton Island, 
and had the watdi on deck, when Capt^ Nelson, of 
the Albemarle, came in his barge alongside, and ap- 
peai'ed to be the merest boy of a captain I ever beheld ; 
his dress was worthy of attention ; he had on & full laced 
uniform : his lank unpowdered htdr was tied in a stiff 
Hessian tail of an extraordinary length : the old-fash- 
ioned flaps of his waistcoat added to the general quaint- 
ness of his figure, and produced an appearance which 
particularly attracted my notice, for I had never seen 
anything like it before, nor could I ima^ne who he was 
nor what he came about. My doubts were, however, 
removed when Lord Hood introduced me to him. TIiei'6 
was something irresistibly pleasing in his address and 
conversation, and an enthusiasm when speaking on pro- 
fessional subjects that showed he was no common being." 

In due time Nelson reached Naples, and delivered 
his despatches to Sir William Hamilton. The deepest 
ttagedies have often the quietest possible beginnings. 
The soldier on guard at Elsinore is the humble prologue 
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to (Jie dire catastrophe of tto family of the Pirace of 
Denmark. 

" The King and the court," says one of Nelson's 
biograpters, "wei'e lavish in their praises of tlie Eng- 
lish — ' tlie saviours of Italy,' as they were called. The 
King paid Nelson the most niarted attention, soid en- 
trusted to him 'the handsomest letter that can he 
penned, in his own hand,' to Lord Hood, and offered 
6,000 troops to assist in the preservation of Toulon." 

An account, written imder Lady Hamilton's eye, of 
Sir William's first intei'view with Nelson, famishes the 
following statement : — 

" Sir "WiUiam, on returning home, after his first in- 
terview with Nelson, told Lady Hamilton that he was 
about to introduce to her a little man who could not 
boast of being very handsome, hut who would hecome 
the gi'eatest man that England ever produced. 'I 
know it fi'ora the very few words of convei'sation I have 
already had with him.. I pronounce that he will one 
day astonish the world.' " 

Nelson w^ introduced accordingly. His first im- 
pression of tbe beauty is briefly stated in a letter to his 
wile. 

" Lady Hamilton," he writes, " has been wonderftilly 
kind and good to Josiah (Mrs. Nelson's son by a ibrmer 
marriage). She is a young woman of amiable mannei^, 
and who does honor to tJie station to whick she is 
rsused." 

In another day or two Nelson was on. his way to 
rejoin the fleet, little dreaming of the toiis into which 
he had already entered, and in the simplicity of his 
grand and noble nature never suspecting the possibiHty 



iLvGoOglf 



of feUing into ciime that should leave an ineffaceable 
blot upon a cbaracter which, it was the arobition and 
glory of Lis life to render worthy of his country. 

We have beheld Lady Hamilton imder many ag- 
pecfs. From the date of lier intitidiiotion to Nebcra she 
presents herself in a new and striking character. In 
Naples, in the midst of politics, surrounded hy her 
countrymen who were fighting on the seas for the glory 
of lieir native land and for the peace of the world, 
Lady Hamilton was no longer ambitions to be renown- 
ed for accomplishments which she stared with the 
opera-dancer, and-fgr qualities which, however dazzling 
they might be in fashionable saloons, could add nothing 
to the power of a queen's adviser and the chosen fiiend 
of mighty chiefs. The woman was never below the 
occasion. It was evidently a matter of indifference to 
her whether she was placed in drcirrastaEces to dance 
" the shawl dance," or to contribute to the successful 
issue of a great battle. In either case, her part was 
performed to perfection. Her talents were prodi^ous ; 
hei' vMiity and self-confidence quite as unbounded. 

The character assumed by the ambassador's wife, at 
the period to which we refer, \faa one that could not 
fcil to call forth the admiration of Nelson, and to win 
his regard. His magnificent egotism was flattered by 
her devotion to his country's flag, and by the impas- 
sioned eameatne^ with which she undertook any ser- 
vice conducive to its influence. As we have seen, it 
was only necessary for Lady Hamilton to attii'e herself 
in a " common piece of stuff," in oider to furnish an 
appropriate representation of a Jewess or & Eoman 
matron, a Penelope or an Aspasia. Her garment now 
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is ttat of Britannia mling the seas. Miss Stewait, in 
effigy upon our pennjpkces, with a branch in one hand 
and a trident in the other, does not more emphatically 
picture the genius of our sea-^rt island, than did Lady 
Hamilton represent the tutelary angel of all British 
sailors commissioned to bring down tJ»e pride of France, 
and to uphold tie honour of England. There was no 
misunderstanding as to the relation. The sailors write 
to the lady upon matteis of business, just as Eomney 
wrof« of her, when he informed his ftiend that the 
" greatest part of the summer" he would be engaged 
" in pidniing pictures from the divine lady," to whom 
he could give no other epithet, " for I think her superior 
to all womankind." The lettera of bluff admirals and 
weather-beaten captains addressed to the divinity reveal 
an appredation of her merits about which there can be 
no mistake. " I cannot," writes CaptMn Ball, " let dip 
this occasion to address a few lines to the best friend 
and patroness of the navy, and to assure you and Sii- 
William Hamilton, that I shall ever retain the most 
lively sense of your attention. I have brought upon 
myself a great deal of envy by showing the official or- 
der I received from you." Sir Thomas Troubridge, " a 
pattern of professional excellence, of undaunted valour, 
and of patriotic worth," on one occasion tells Lady 
Hamilton tliat " he begins to think she will spoil them 
all, and that we shall not be able to stay out for eight 
or nine months cinising after all this attention." The 
great St Vincent himself sends " ten thousand most 
grateful thanks to her ladyship for restoring the health 
of our valuable friend ;" is sure " that Lady St. Vincent 
will be transported with your attention to her," and has 
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immediatdy " obeyed b.cr ladyship's commands respect- 
ing Tom Bowen, wto is now Captain of L'AgTullon," 
and, "should her ladyship Lave any other proteges" 
Eai'l St. Vincent implores that he may not be spared. 
Mr. Disraeli has it that the secret of all success consists 
in Wng master of your suhject. If ever woman was 
mistrras of the art of brining all men to her feet, Lady 
Hamiltoii is sIio. The valiaat old tara who swept the 
seas that England might sail empress of Ihem all were 
helpless children in her hands. i 

Five years elapsed between the first and second 
meeting of Kelson and Lady Hamilton ; but the former 
had passed a whole life in the interim, "We saw him 
quitting Naples in 1793, after having delivered his 
despatches to Sir William Hamilton, plain Captain Nel- 
son of the Agamemnon. He returned to the Neapolitan 
shoi'es in 1198, with a title to the peerage, a femous 
commander, a proud conqueror, and followed in his 
eoTirso.by loud and gratefid acclamations. At Calvi, in 
IY94, he had conducted the siege, and lost an eye. 
Li 1797, crying to his men, whom he led to as 
desperate an assault as ever tempted bravery to the 
jaws of death, " Westminster Abbey or glorious victory P' 
he captured, as it were, with his own hand, the San 
Josef and San Nicholas at the immortal battle of St. 
Vincent, Two months afterwards he parted with his 
right arm at Teneriffe, and within a twelvemonth again 
he received a wound in the head almost at the moment 
of achieving the splendid and decisive victory of the Nile. 
At this criMs of his career, we say, overflowing vrith 
honouis, worshipped by his fellow-conntrymen, laden 
with presents conferred upon him by every potentate 
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interested in iJie peace of Europe, from ihe Eussiaii 
Emperor to the Grand Signor, Nelson for the second 
time set foot in tTaples, and saw iia futm« mistress. 
His reception wm a triumph. Kiiig and Queen gave 
way to him, and the people received him as they are 
apt to receive those whom theii' rulers deem worthy of 
enthusiastic welcome. 

Lady Hamilton in ihe meanwhile had not teen 
idle. In hei' peculiar sphere she had lahoured, so to 
speak, hand-in-hand with the hero, and contributed not 
a httle to the success of hia movements, and the con- 
sequent splendoiu- of his renown. From the moment 
she undertook the cause of the British Navy, she gave 
her whole soul to the work. Her nature did not per- 
mit her to leave one stone imtumed in order to reach 
her end, and what hei' will suggested she had art 
enough to compass. She had been but a short time at 
Naples before it was asserted that she had, contrived to 
" de-Bourbonise the whole Royal family, and to make 
them all English." Tiiia was but clearing the field for 
autaequent operations. A single instance of her unre- 
mitting zeal and daiong patriotism speaks for a thousand. 
One niommg Lady Hamilton received intelligence that 
a courier had brought to the King of Naples a private 
letter from the King of Spain. What were its contents S 
Lady Hamilton could not guess, but she was resolved 
to ascertain. By the aid of the Queen the document 
was stolen from the King, transcribed by the ambas- 
sador's wife, and then quietiy deposited again in the 
King's cabinet or waistcoat-pocket. The letter ha^ 
been worth the stealing. It announced the King of 
Spain's determination " to withdi-aw from the coalition 
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into which he had entered," and to join the French 
against England. The vi^ant woman lost not a 
moment. Sir William Hamilton lay dangei'oiialy ill ; 
but, taking coimsel of herself she at once deapatdied a 
copy of the declaration to Lord Grenville, the Minister 
in England, and, ft'om her own piirete purse, paid 400?., 
in order to inaitte the delivery of the letter into his 
lordship's hands. 

In June, 1798, Nelson, as all acquainted with the 
history of those times will yividly remember, was in 
search of the French fleet. How he discovered it at 
Alexandria towards the end of July, and what havoc in 
the couree of twelve hours he played with it on the 1st 
of August, no Englishman is ever likely to forget 
But there are incidents connected with this wondeiful 
pursuit, and this noble victory, with which our readera 
are perhaps not so familiaiv They belong rather to 
the history of Lady Hamilton than to that of Nelson, 
yet how potently do they affast tte charactei' and fato 
of both ! 

Sir William and Lady Hamilton were aroused from 
their slumbers one morning in the aforesaid June by 
the arrival of Captain Troubridge, with letters from Sir 
Horatio Nelson, " requesting that the ambassador would 
procure him permission to enter with his fleet into 
Naples, or any of the Sidlian ports, to provision, water, 
&C., as otherwise he must run for Gibraltar, being in 
urgent want, and that consequently he would be obliged 
to give over all further pursuit of the French fleet, which 
he had missed at Egypt, on account of thefr having put 
into Malta." It was much easier for Sir Horatio to 
inake the request tlian for the ambassador to comply 
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with. it. At Uiat very time Naples was at peace with 
France, a Ft-each ambassador was resident in. the Nea- 
politan capital, and Ferdinand had stipulated with, 
France, that no more than two English skips of war 
should enter into any ofths Neapolitan or Sicilian ports. 
What was to be done ? Sir William Hamilton did the 
beat he could. He jumped out of bed, hastened. to Sir 
Joirn Acton, Ferdinand's prime minister, who convened 
a cotaicil immediately, at which the King bimself was 
present The council sat dowii to consider Sir Hora- 
tio's demand at half-past sis o'clock, and took one horn' 
and a half exactly to come to a determination, for they 
did not rise until aght. . Captwn Troubridge accom- 
panied Sir WiUiam Hamilton to his residence after the 
council had broken up, but Lady Hamilton bad already 
gathered from the countenances of the King and Sir 
John Acton the dismal confession that Naples could 
not break with France — that the iieet of Nelson could 
receive no help. We are readiing a point in the nar- 
rative at which the craft of the penman iails him, and 
the superiority of tlie painter becomes strikingly mani- 
fest. Ima^ne the vexation of the disappointed ambas- 
sador, picture to yomself the bitter regret and downcast 
looks of the faithful Trouhridge, and then behold, close 
to them both, a form lovely as an angel's, a face beam- 
ing with the animation of triumph, and the ecstacy of 
an irrepressible delight, — observe her hand trembling 
with the consciousness of the predoua treasure it grasps, 
and then see her waving high up exultingly in the air 
the order which the couneiE had refused, and the King 
himself could not obtain. Dr. Budd'a nurserymaid had 
positively in her possession the permission for which 
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Ndson had petitioned in vain, ajid without which it 
was impossible satisfactorily to caiiy on the war. Oh, 
how the sorceress must have chuckled when she saw 
King, ministers, and councillors, all issuing from their 
solemn consultation with iheir higubrioiis visages indi- 
cating helplessneas, inahility, and unutterable disgust ! 

We have had occasion to observe that the King of 
Naples was a fool, and his Queen very much the reverse. 
This was unfoi-tunate enough for his Majesty; but, 
what was worse still, his loring people were cognizant 
of the feet. The King certainly commanded in his 
dominions ; but his wife was obeyed. Who knew this 
better than Lady Hamilton ! That very clever lady 
suffered Sir William to wake up Sir John Acton, to 
get the King out of his bed, to cause the council to be 
summoned, and when all was done, and the wise men 
were fully engaged m discussion, she herself quietly 
slipped into the Queen's bedehaaaber, and got up a 
little council of her own. The I'eader bears in mind the 
consummate ability of tliis actress. He has been told 
that Siddons could not be more tragic, O'Neil not more 
pathetic; and he has seen how esquisitely she per- 
formed in the presence of her qiLondaw, protector, wheu 
that gentleman found fault with her imprudence, and 
she in suitable costume humbly begged leave to be d^ 
missed from his roof. Domestic drania in the apart^ 
ment of majesty gave phuM to ckssic tragedy. Not a 
moment was to be lost, and Lady Hamilton came at 
once to the catastrophe. In the most passionate man- 
ner she threw herself upon her knees, and told the 
Queen that the laf« of the Two Sicilies now depended 
upon her resolution ; the council were sitting ; let them 
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decide upon negative or half measures, and the family 
of Ferdinand was doomed. The great French foTce 
must he foUowed ; it could not he pursued unless the 
English fleet found reft'eshment in the Sicilian ports ; 
and if allowed to go free, the peril, uot to Englaod, but 
to Naples, could not be overrated. The terrified Queen 
became alive to the dangei' of the situation, hut she had 
feith in the King then sitting in council, and was sure 
he would provide for the emei^ncy. He might, re- 
plied the petitioner, or he might not ; and, if not, who 
could reflect with patience upon the fete that threatened 
Naples and the royal femily ? Her Majesty, witii a 
stroke of flie pen, could be her own dehvei'er. Why 
hesitate ! Hei' sign-manual was respected throughout 
the king's dominions ; a line, and her country, her 
husband, and his crown, were rescued irom destruction. 
No doubt the word was suited to the action, and the 
action to the word ; pen, ink, and paper were in the 
room ; Lady Hamilton dictated, and the Queen with 
her own right hand directed " all governors of the Two 
Sicilies to receive with hospitahty the British fleet, to 
water, victual, and aid them." Lady Hamilton indoaed 
that oilier to Nelson, and bade him commit the Queen 
no further than the gloiy and service of England I'e- 
quived. Nelson answered that if he gained a battle it 
^ould be called hers and the Queen's, for to them 
alone would his country be indebted for the victory. 
He did gain a battle, and it was that of the memorable 
Nile ; had his fleet not been furnished with the neces- 
saries of life at Syracuse, the battie would not have been 
fought It was for tiie country to remember that fact. 
Against the faults of Lady Haniilton moralists cannot 
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kw strongly inveigh ; society for its own protection 
cannot too emphatically protest ; but, had Lady Hamil- 
ton been the most degraded of her kind, England was 
bound not to forget fhia great and unparalleled service. 
How she did foi^ it we shall presently hlush to read. 

Broken in health and wounded in body, Nelson 
reached Naples on the 20th of September. He was 
taken into the British minister's house, and there pei'- 
sonally tended by her whose sympathies had been so 
awakened, and by whose attentions he was, after a time, 
restored to liealtJi. It is difficult to repress a smile as 
we read Nelson's account of liis reception, in a letter 
addressed from Naples, shortiy after this period, to his 
wife. The marvellous simplicity of the hero, and the 
histrionic excellence of the heroine, are too instructive 
to be overlooked : — 

" I must endeavour," says Nelson, " to convey to yon 
something of what passed ; but if it were so affecting to 
those who were only united to me by bonds of friend- 
ship, what must it be to my dearest wife — my friend-^ 
my everything which is most dear to me in this world ? 
Sir William and Lady Hamilton came out to sea, at- 
tended by numerons boats with emblems, &o. They, 
my most respectable friends, had nearly been laid up 
and seriously iU, first from anxiety and then fi'om joy. 
It was imprudently told Lady Hamilton in a moment, 
and the effect was like a shot ; she fell, apparently 
dead, and is not yet perfectly recovered from severe 
bruises. Alongside came my honoured friends : the 
scene in the boat was terribly affecting; up flew her 
ladyship, and exclaiming, ' O GckI ! is it possible V she 
fell into my arm more dead than aliva Teal's, how- 
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ever, soon set matters to rights ; when alongside eame 

the King I hops, some day, to have the 

pleasine of intcodncing you to Lady Hamilton. She is 
one of the very hest women in this world ; she ia an 
honour to her sex. Her Idndness, with Sir William's, to 
me, ia more than I can express. I am in tJieir house, 
and I may now tell yoii, it I'equired all the kindness of 
my fbiends to. set me up. Lady Hamilton intends 
writing ■ to yon. May God Almighty blesa you, and 
give us in due time a happy meetiag," 

Lady Hamilton did ivrite to Lady Nelson accord- 
ingly. 

As may he supposed, tlie French ambassador at 
Naplea was not slow to remonstrate against the Nea- 
politan breach of faith. Lady Hamilton toot advantage 
of the remonstrance to break off that connexion alto- 
gether. So plausibly did she at^ue with tlie Queen 
upon the advantages to be gained from an open rup- 
ture with France, Uiat the said ambassador and his 
suite were requested to go home at twenty-four houi«' 
notice. The step was not without its evil consequences. 
A NeapoMtan aimy was raised to defend the Two Sici- 
lies from French aggression, but the general m com- 
mand did not understand his business, and the soldia's 
were eiflier traitors, or cowards, or both. Li the month 
of December, 1798, the French were marching on tlie 
capital, and the Kmg and Queen were obhged to de- 
camp. But for Lady Hamilton there is no doubt that 
the stupid Ferdinand would have f^len a victim to 
popular fury, and Maria Carohne might have shared 
the fate of her sister, Maiie Antoinette. The conduct 
of Lady Hamilton at tiiia eniei^ency is above all pr^. 
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The royal family, their propei'ty, fhoir immediate 
fiiends, wei'e to be conveyed fi'om the palace io Britr 
ish ships waiting to receive them, and not a score of 
the King's subjects could be asted to help in the un- 
dertaking. The Ial>our was performed by Lady Hamil- 
ton alone ; hev genius designed the plan of escape ; her 
activity rendered the plan successful. "Lady Hamil- 
ton," says Southey, "like a hei^ine of romance, ex- 
plored, with no little danger, a subterraneous passage, 
leading from the palace to the sea-side ; through this 
passage the royal ti'easurea, the choicest pieces of pant- 
ing and sciUpture, and other property, to the amount 
of two millions and a half, were conveyed to the shore, 
and stowed safely on board the English ships." During 
the whole proceeding the movements of Lady Hamil- 
ton, as well as those of hei' husband, were closely 
watched, but ineffectually. Lady Hamilton seemed, 
in the words of Nelson, " to be an angel dropped from 
heaven," for the preservation of the royal family, and 
she performed an angel's part in conducting them from 
the ruin that awaited them amongst their own people 
to the protection and security of British ships. The 
loss to Sir "William Hamilton and his wife by the 
service was great. In order to lull suspidon and pre- 
vent discoveiy, the ambassador was obliged to abandon 
his house, and to leave behind him, belonging to him- 
selt property amoimting to £30,000, and movables to 
the value of £9,000, the property of his wife. Nelson 
received the King and Queen, Sir William and Lady 
Hamilton, on board the VanguaiTJ, and conducted them 
all in safety to Palermo. 

It is not necessaty to discuss the nature of the senti- 
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ments which incited the mistress of Sir WiUiam Ham- 
ilton's nephew to diagi'ace still further Sir William 
Hamilton's wife. The reader may be safely left to his 
own conclusions upon the Buhject. As to Nelson him- 
self, as little doubt can be entertained that he was the 
slave of an overpowering infiituation. Without worldly 
knowledge, simple as a child, with a spirit as gentle as 
it was imsuspecting, he doated upon this woman with a 
passionate ardour that concealed from his own upright 
mind the eiilpahle character of hia love, and rendered 
him regardless of all its consequences, if not insensible 
to them. His marriage had not been very fortunate. 
We do not find that Lady Nelson sympathized very 
heartily with her husband's career, or, indeed, took much 
pains to secure his domestic comfort, whether afloat or 
ashore, 

" My dear Fanny," begins a letter from Spithead, in 
1798, "at half-past five I aiiived here, and, what you 
will be surpiTsed to heai', with great difficulty found one 
pair of raw silt stockings. I suppose in some place or 
other I shall find my linen, for there is scarcely any in 
this trunk." 

The letter is valuable as an indication of the wife's 
regai'd. Again, Nelson had been ahsent three years 
from England. Ihiring that time he had won for him- 
self impeiTshable feme. Mid had made his wife a peeress. 
He landed at Yarmouth amidst the enthusiasm of his 
fellow-countrymen, but no Lady Nelson was there to 
wish him joy upon hia glorious and s^e return. Such 
was the wifa - Upon the other aide all was temptation 
and witchery, incessant kindness, unlimited devotion. 
For his country Nelson was at auy moment prepai'od to 
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34 LOKD MELSON AND I.AI1Y HAMILTON. 

lay down Ms life. Lady Hamilton, if it would redound 
to his honw, was ready to share the same fiite. The 
exertions of the ambassador'a wife on behalf of her king 
were the subject of uniyersal applause ; but Nelson would 
have been blind had he not perceived that not for the 
ambassador, and not for the king, but to place laurels 
on his own brow, all the energy was called forth and 
every tiiumph won. " Pray," writes Earl St. Vincent 
to Lady Hamilton, "do not let your fiiadnafing Neapo- 
litan dames approach too near our hero," There was 
no necessity for the advice, hat it sufBeiently betrayed 
the susceptible temperament of the man upon whom his 
own wife had not even cared to make an impression. 

We content ourselves with this statement. No un- 
partial I'eader of the whole case will M to conclude that 
Lady Hamilton employed the rare gifts that nature and 
education had conferred upon her to bring one of the 
greatest of his time to her feet, and to complete the 
history of her conquests by linking her name and life 
with those of a man who will nevei' be foigotten whilst 
the history of his country endures. As difficult ivill it 
be for the same reader to recognize any but tlie most 
enthusiastic, the most imselfish, the most devoted affec- 
tion, in the hero thus sorely tempted and overcome. 
Nelson guilty never believed himself an offender. His 
iMiguage in his private journals and. in his letters all 
testifies to the equanimity with which he r^ai'ded his 
liaiwn with Sir William Hamilton's wife. Of all tlie 
anomalies that reveal themselves in humanity, none is 
more singular than that of an individual in the act of 
committing crime calling upon Heaven to look down 
approvingly upon the exhibition of virtue. We repeat, 
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we content ourselves witli announcing Lord Nelson's 
falJ, We sliall not insult the reader by requesting him 
to pursue the history of the connection. Let it be sufS- 
cient to say that Lord Nelson, after sepai'atiiig fi'Om his 
wife, lived openly with Lady Hamilton, as her protfictor, 
her husband not hdng dead. Nelson perished at Tra- 
felgai'itt 1805. Sir Wiiliam Hamilton died in 1808. 
On the SOtb, of Januay, 1801, Lady Hamilton gave 
birOi to a daughter, in London. Her nam.e was Itora- 
tia ; her fiither was Lord Nelson. 

If this were all we had to say, we should have 
little excuse for thrusting tlie painful history upon 
public notice. The last act of the tragedy is, as 
usual, the most melancholy and instructive. The 
career of Lady Hamilton ends fitly for mankmd, 
woefiilly and dreadfully for her. 

Upon the return of Sir William Hamilton and his 
wife to England, alter tlieii heavy lo^ea in Naples, the 
former petitioned Goveniment for compensation, and 
the latter paited with her jewels to support botli 
until siicli compensation should be granted. Before 
it came Sir WiUiam died. I>ying, he commissioned 
his nephew, the Hon. Mr. Greville, to pray to his 
Majesty for a continuation of his pension to his wife 
after his decease, in consideration of her zeal and 
services. The zeal and services, however, were never 
recognised. 

On the 21st day of October, 1805, and on board 
the Victory, " then in aght of the combined fteete of 
France and Spain, distant about ten miles," Lord 
Nelson retired to his cabin and. made a codidl to his 
will. He i'ecorded the Kei'vice." performed by Lady 
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H^ilton (the reader ia acquainted with ttom), ;iud 
then -wrote as foltows : — 

" Could I have rewarded those semces, I would 
not wyw call upon my country ; but aa that has not 
been in my power, I leave Emma Lady Hamilton, 
therefore, a legacy to my King and country, that 
they will ^ve her an ample proTidoB to maintain her 
rank in life. 

" I also leave to the beneficence of my countiy my 
adopted daughter, Horatia Welson Thompson ; and I 
desire she will use in future the name of Nelson only. 
These are Ihe only iavours I ask of my King and 
country at this moment when I am going to fight 
their battle. 

"May God bless my King and eountiy, and all 
those who I loved dear. My relations it is needless 
to mention ; they will, of course, be amply provided for." 

Within a few hours of his signing the doeumenj 
Nelson lay upon a bed, stripped of his clothes, and 
covered with a sheet. A shot fiom the mizentop of 
the Bedoabtable had done its work. Aa the men 
placed the wounded hero on his back, he looked 
round for Dr. Scott. " Doctor," he said, " I told 
you so — I am gone." And after a short pause he 
added, in a low voice, " I have to leave Lady Hamilton 
and my adopted daughtei' Horatia aa a legacy to my 
country." 

An hour and a quarter afterwards Captain Hai-dy 
was at his side. 

"I hope," said the dying man, "none of our 
ships have struck. Hardy f " No, my lord," replied 
Captain Hardy, " there is no fear of that." Loi'd 
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Nelson t]ion said, " I am a dead man, Hardy. I am 
going fast, it will be all over with, me soon. Come 
nearer to me. Pray let my dear Lady Hamilton 
have my hair, and all other things beloii^g to me." 

Another hour elapsecl, and Hardy was at the bed- 
side again. He told the captain " he felt that in a 
few minutes he should he no more," and added in a 
low tone, " Don't throw me ovei'board, Hardy." The 
captain answered, " no, certainly not." " Then," 
replied Kelson, " you know what to do. TaJce care 
of my dear Lady SamMton ; ta^ care of poor Lady 
Hamiltaa /" 

A few minutes more, and Nelson uttered his last 
woida. They were — " Thank God, I have done my 
duty !" But tie words that immediately preceded 
them were the old plaintive sounds — " Eeroember, 
Dr. Scott, that I leave Lady Hamilton and my 
daughter Horatia as a legacy to my country. Never 
foi^t Horatia." 

Nelson's codicil proved wast* paper. His last 
imploring accents passed into the air. Lady Hamilton 
derived no help from either. We do not apologise 
for the Government that took no heed of the last 
breath of Nelson ; but on behalf of humanity we 
ask pardon for the treaeheiy of the man who kept 
back the codicil. Captain Blackwood, faithful to 
bis Mend, brought home that document after the 
battle of Traf^gar, and placed it in the hands of the 
Rev. "William Nelson, 1jie brother of the Admiral, 
and subsequently Eai'l of the name. At this period 
the rev. gentleman, his wife, and family, were re^inff 
with Lady ffamilton, and had partaken of her 
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hospitality /<»■ many months. Indeed, for six years 
hii daughter had been consiffiud exclusively to Lady 
HamHton's care. The rev. gentleman, fearful that 
the codidl would affect the sum about to be voted by 
Pailifunent for Loid Nelson's family, quietly kept it 
in hia pocket until the day when 120,000/. were 
duly voted for then- support On that day he dined 
with Lady Hamilton in Clarges-street, and with the 
salaafection of a man amply provided for, produced 
the paper, and sarcastically told his hostess to do 
what she liked with it. Lady Hamilton I'egistered 
it at Doetors'-Commons the very next day ; there it 
has been ever since, and may he seen any day by the 
curious reader upon the payment of one shiUing. 

It is, perhaps, hardly necessary to add, that all the 
good and great people who flocted round Lady 
Hamilton during the lifeldnie of Nelson, became all 
at once shocked at tie improprieties of a lady left 
destitute. As for the Rev. William Nelson, who 
tumbled info the title and fortune which Lady 
Hamilton had helped to earn, that respectable gentle- 
man very properly removed hia daughter fiom her 
instructress's roo^ without even condescending ia 
give the usual qiiarter's notice. In the year 1801 
the Rev. WilHam Nelson, willing to Lady Hamilton, 
took occasion to observe that — 

" Now we have secured the peei age, we h » "■ only 
one thing ia aat, and that is, my promotion m the 
Church, handsomely and honorably, such as becomes 
Lord Nelson's brother and heir-apparent to the title. 
No put-oif with small, beggarly stalls. Mi'. Addington 
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must be kept steady to that point. I am sure Nelson, 
is doing everything for him. But a word ia enough for 
your good, sensible heart" 

In 1805 thei'C was potbing to aak, and the Rev. 
Mr. Nelson foi^t that Lady Hamilton bad a heart 
at all. 

Nothing to ask, did we aay ? Yea, there was bread 
to ask for a. fallen and a starring woman. Not far 
from the Merlon turnpike, and within a few miles of 
London, there is to be seen a field, upon which onc« 
stood the home of Nelson and his mistrras. It was 
left, with its debts and liabilities, fe> Lady Hamilton. 
These were large enough, for extravagance accompanied 
the meiidian of her life, as it had cbaracteiised the 
dawn. The Government proving obdurate to the last, 
the owner of Merton was dismi^ed from the place. 
She went fo Richmond, and then took temporaiy lodg- 
ings in Bond-street. Hence she was chased by impor- 
tunate ci'editoi's, and for a time hid heiiself from the 
world. In 1813 we find her imprisoned in the King's 
Bench, but charitably liberated therefrom by a city 
alderman. Threatened again with arrest by a coach- 
man, in sickness of heart the unhappy woman escaped, 
to Calais. Here the English' ihterpretei' gave tlie refu- 
gee a small and wretohedly fiunished house. What 
follows completes the romance of Lady Hamilton's life. 
There is sublimity in the moral. 

An English lady in Calais was in the habit of or- 
dering meat daily for a fevourite dog. She was met on 
1 at the butcher's shop by the English in- 
Ah, rnadame, madame," said M. de Rheims, 
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"I know you to be good to the English. There ia a 
lady heie that would be glad of (te worst bit of meat 
you provide for your dog." M. de Eheims received 
pei'mission to supply the poor woman with whatever 
she needed, but he dM'ed not reveal the sufferer's name, 
for be had promised seeretg', and she was too proud to 
see visitors. Through the charitable tindne^ of the 
Enghsh lady (let ber name be recorded for the credit of 
her countrywomen; she resided in Brighton, and her 
name was Hunter), wine and food were supplied to the 
pauper until she became too ill either to eat or diink. M. 
de Eheims entreated the poor wretch agmn and again 
to see the lady who had been so good to her. Finally 
she sad she would, if the lady were not a woman of 
title. Mrs. Hunter came — the poor patient Itanked 
and blessed her — and so Lady Hajnilton died: "beau- 
tifiil," says hei' humane visitor, " even in death." 

Is the lesson told ? Not yet Mi's. Hunter desu-ed 
to bury the remains accOKling to English custom. She 
was laughed at for her importunities upon the subject, 
and Emma Hamilton was placed in a deal box without 
insciiption, her pall being a blact silk petticoat stitched 
on a white eurtan. No Enghsh Protestant clergyman 
could be found in Calais, but an Irish half-pay officer 
was sent for, and he read the burial service. The ground 
in which the body hes interred is now a (imher-yaiii ; 
it ceased to be a public cemetery in 1816, and Lady 
Hamilton had found her resting-place in the January of 



"The Earl of Nelson" (it is written) "went over to 
demand Lady Hamilton's property, but found only the 
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duplicates of tiinkete, &;., pledged, and which he wished 
to take away without payment. He declined repaying 
any expenses ikat had been incun'ed." 

Fit ending to the poor mirsery-raaid's histoiy ! 
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RAILWAY NOVELS. 

"Kbad now and then a i-omance to keep the fancy 
under" was the counsel of a writer who knew something 
of life and human nature, t» a fiiend hen* upon a visit 
to the Antipodes. The wisdom of the advice is ackno ( 
ledged by eveiy living man beyond the age of tl rty 
Novels may concentrate action, excite interest toucl the 
heart, but tliey cannot heighten the power ot unag i a 
tion. It is reality ttat astonishes ; fiction da ea not, f 
it would, be half ao bold. What if we si o Id tell the 
reader that — say a century and a half ago — there hved 
a man in England who in his youth gave himself up to 
riot, gambling, and debauchery, who, driven at last to 
desperation by absolute beggary, quarelled with an ac- 
quaintance, fought and killed him, who was tried, con- 
victed of murder, and sentenced to death, yet managed 
to escape unhm't to the Continent ; who, in the course 
of his wretched wanderings, became known and marked 
at every notorious gambling house in Europe ; who was 
publicly expelled, first irom Venice, then from Genoa, 
and finally from indulgent Paiis iteelf ; who, venturing 
to visit the capital of France, encountered a prince of 
the blood royal at a public gaming-table, and won his 
friendship ; who, trading iipon the necessities of that 
prince, succeeded in obtaining the highest consideration 
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JOHN LAW. 43 

in France — for his wife, (he adulation of women in 
whose veins poured the richest Hood of the land — for 
his son, the companionship of a king — for himself, the 
ohaequious worship of luilUons 3 What if we should go 
on to say, how, in order to obtain hut a moment's intei'- 
Tiew with this suhlhne adventm^er, a ducheas bade her 
coachman overturn her carriage at the great man's gate, 
and a marehioness, with tlie same intent, on the Bame 
spot, raised a cry of fire ; how, in the course of a very 
few months, the convicted murderei', the beggared out- 
law, the outciKt gambler, became the owner of more 
than one m^;nificent estate in. France, and generously 
filled the land of his adoption with wealth beyond the 
power of man to calculate or enjoy ; how, in an hour, 
as if by the breath of an avenging angel, the febric fell, 
the bubble burst, and the proud architect himself was 
fidn to sneak in obscure hiding-places, leat they should 
tidte his worthless life who but an hour before had knelt 
to him adoringly as before a god ; how, finishing his 
wild career precisely as he commenced it, he eluded 
again the hands of justice, again walked up and down 
and through the world, eating the foul crumbs that 
might be gathei'ed in the common gambling booth, 
until he I'cached, poor as at firet, that very city of 
Venice, which he honoured with his death, as before he 
had polluted it with his living presence ? What, we 
ask, if we were to narrate this tale, and fill up the 
sketch witii all the inddents necessary to complete the 
startling history ! Who would listen patiently to the 
ravings of one who, for want of bett«r employment and 
greater skill, must needs communicate the inspiratiouiS 
of some feverish dream ! Di'eam, forsooth I The life 
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and death of John Law u d the n^t oaal \>i k uptcy 
of France, the result of h s daxmg i I splen 1 d nnpos- 
ture, ai'e aa real as the hfe of C ey ge H dso -a d flie 
history of railway speculat n n England 

And not only are both histonea true, but to the oh- 
serrant and inquiring mind both present points of re- 
semblance in their detMla very remarkable, and in the 
highest degree instructive. Mr. Hudson, like Mr. Law, 
emeiged bxim obscurity to dazzle a whole kingdom with 
his amazing refulgence. He also filled the coffers of 
men with fictitious wealth, and brought high and low, 
rich and poor, cringing to his feet. He gambled, too, 
venturing his credit and good name in a despei'ate game 
with fortune ; he, too, counted his magnificent estates, 
and reckoned amongst his common assodatea the most 
renowned and the most illustrious of their kind. He, 
too, had his altar, upon which wealth-worshippers flung 
their daily incense, and offered up the sacrifice of their 
mercenary souls ; and he awoke from a di'eam of bliss 
to a day of reckoning, to find himself hooted by throats 
already hoawe in singing his praise, smitt«n by hands 
ei'ewhile too much honoured in receiving the bare drop- 
pings of his disgraceful gains. 

A century and a half have caiiied us high up into 
the realms of civilization. During the interval, what 
has science not accomplished for the comibrt of man — 
what have the spread of intelligence, the labour of mis- 
Bionariea — sacred and proiane — the intercommunicatdon 
of thought, the better understanding of nations and 
classes — not wrought for his happiness i To dwell upon 
human progiess during the last hundred and fifty years 
is to behold at a glance the spoils of as noble a victory 
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as ever rewarded patient endurance, unflinching energy, 
and heroic devotion. Yet in some respects we are pre- 
dsely as wo were. In the days of John Law a duchess 
was required to accompany one of the myal family to 
Genoa. " Oh, if you want a duchess," said a courtier, 
" send to Madame Law's ; you can have a choice of 
them ; they are all assembled there." Had a lady of 
feshion teen suddenly demanded at court whilst Mrs. 
Hudson the other day was receiving " friends," the lord 
in waiting might have addressed his messenger in lan- 
guage similar to that of his French brother. The bait 
that enticed the whole world to the saloons of Madame 
Law in 1720, took the whole world again to tlie saloons 
of Mrs.Hudson in 1848. Generations had passed away, 
but the lure remained. In Law's time a vast deal of 
business was done in la rue Quincampoix — in which 
stood his bant — upon the hump of a poor deformed 
fellow, who let out his hunch as a wiiting-deak at so 
much the day or hour. Morally speaking, who lives 
without a hump ? Lords and ladies, fashioned like the 
rest of us, for a consideration let out their's at Albert- 
gate; 

It was a pity. We are an imitative species, and are 
prone to ape the majiners of our hettere. "When Mr. 
Law's coadunan found hia master growing rich by the 
sale of wast« paper, he entered into the same profitable 
business, and gave hia mast«r warning, — it must be ad 
mitted like a gentleman. He presented two candidates 
for the office about to be vacated. " Take your choice, 
sir," siud the coachman, " you have the refusal ; one is 
for you, the other for myselfi." How many flunkies in 
England, four years ^o, spurred hy the example of 
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their patrona, neglected lionest employment in order to 
strut in fine clothes and to eat the bi-ead of vicious lazi- 
ness ! We say it is a pity to reveal the potter's clay so 
admirably concealed heneath velvet and ennine, under 
stars, ribbons, and coronets that seem actual regal 
crowns. It is w^ell that we should look up to the nobly 
bom from our aodal valleys, and be awe-atruek by the 
mighty interval between na. It is a mournful lesson 
that we learn when we see a clodhopper filling liis.capa- 
doua pockets with fine dust, and by the very act reduc- 
ing all men to his level, and below it, precisely as a 
birdcatcher, filling his fist with crumbs, calls down the 
sweetest siiigers of the grove almost from the skies to 
his feet 

But let it not be imagined that money woi'ship is 
pecuhar to the aristocracy of this or any other country. 
Maichionesses, it is ti'ue, have forgotten their dignity in 
pursuit of their idol ; hut the ignorant, the poor, and 
the imgovemable have waded through hlood and un- 
natural murder in order to reach it. Ciime had never 
gained a higher pitch or assumed a more melancholy 
aspect than when the speculative spirit created by Mr. 
Law filled Paris with luxuries, and with enormons wealth 
t« purchase and enjoy them. Household murder for 
the sake of burial fees would seem to have fiourished in 
England in the days that gave us railway speculations 
for a creed and Hudson for the chief priest of the mys- 
teries ; and between the two extremes — between the 
elegant dilettante desire for gold and tlie bloody thirat 
for it that allows no obstacle to stand between it and its 
draught — what confronts us but another form of the 
same eternally reeurnng passion ! Heaven knows we 
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are a charitable people. It is a miiade kow so much 
is spared from tlie requirements of life, to be applied to 
the wants of the starving, to the healing of the wounds 
of the sick and the sorrows of the bereaved. The law 
compels chaiity, but our newspapei's daily testify that 
there is a higher law of love abidingly at wort at the 
heart of man, teaching him humanity towaids his 
brother man, and the most practical mode of evincing 
his t«nclemesa. M. Guizot, who has studied the English 
charactei- with a philosophical and searching spirit, de- 
clares that there is nothing in the land that so fills the 
mind of the stranger at once with amazement at our le- 
aonrces and admiration of our use of them, as the noble 
fi'ee-gift monumenia raised on every side for the relief of 
multiform anffei'ing. The historian might have spoken 
more boldly, and added that nothing surpasses the Eng- 
bshman's lavish distiibution of his substance save his 
greedy acquisition, of it ; and that whilst it is his great 
virtue to be purse-hberal, it is also his curse to be purse- 
There are a hundred anomalies in our social system 
impossible to account for if we do not admit the fact. 
You enter a crowded chapel on a Simday ; you listen 
to . eloquence that weekly fills to inconvenience the 
seats on which you find no resting-place. The preacher 
who holds forth is very popular. He receives at least 
a thousand a-year from the owner of the chapel in 
payment of the power that crams the edifice even to 
the roof. His name is without reproach. His 
congi'egation revere him even whilst he lash^ fhem, 
and beyond the parish in which he lives, amongst 
deans and bishops, his usefulness is confessed if not 
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patronised. His standard of doctrine and life is very 
high. He tells you that to be covetom is to ensure 
your own cerl^n ruiu; he warns you that to desire 
wealtli and the good things of this life, to strive for 
riches, to be discontented with the competence you 
have, is fo forego your rich inheritance ; he cites 
authority for his denunciations; he submits chapter 
and verse, and after he has convinced you by his 
references, he strikes home the pregnant tmiths by a 
force of oratory that naelt and win you to his argument 
You go home, resolved to be a wiser and a better 
man upon, the Monday ; hut on. the Monday you take 
up a newspaper — a golden lectureship is vacant — 
four hundred a-year, and a sermon once a-week ; one 
or two poor curates with eighty pounds per annum 
would g^ve their ears for it; but there are many 
applicants for the piize, and before them all, stands 
the name of your popular instructor, hotwithsfemding 
his creed, his thousand a-year, and the sermon upon 
self-denial that almost drew you from the error of 
your ways. 

You are, perhaps, a lord. Parliament being 
up, you go int» the country. Your friend, Lord 
Birmingham, is "entertaining a select drcle of the 
aristocracy" at his noble country seat. You are 
asked to join the favoured few. You reach the house 
just at luncheon time. The guests are all assembled. 
There is a duke, a marquis, an earl, a viscount, and a 
baron; you are yourself a younger son, and are no( 
surprised to find the baron toadying the duke — as 
though he were a tailor waiting upon a city knight. 
Let that pass. There are two other guests (if we 
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may call that poor, silent, paie-fa«d, uncomfortable- 
looking, aelf-immolated young nian in the eomei', 
a guest, who looks very like a criminal taking his 
meals before execution), a youth and a man of forty. 
Everybody votes the foimer absent, and nobody can 
have too much of the latter. The youth ia a clergy- 
man's son, tutor to Lord Biimingham's son and heir ; 
he took honours at Cambridge, and means to fight 
hard in, the world by and by. He has gentle blood 
in his veins, but not a sixpence in his pocket; part 
of his salary goes home to his family, and as much of 
his good breeding an I leirning as thp latient will 
take is transfeiTed to the son and heir The scholar 
is good enough to stand tn, loco parej tii to his pupil ; 
but his honours, bs eiudition and hit, cultivation buy 
for him at the table the simjle rank ot an upper 
servant You taow the atyle f the plice and are 
not snrpiiaed to see the youth, after a moderate and 
silent repast, reti'eat, ghosHifee and unnoticed, from 
the fine apartment. Well, the aiistoeraey have a 
duty to perform; they must sustain their ordei' and 
respect themselves. You bear a horse-laugh. It is 
from the gentleman of foity. You never met hun 
before, but you saw somebody very hke him as you 
once psBSed through Smithfleld-martet. It is the 
renowned Snobson ; ten years ago he seiTed behind 
a counter (many a bettor man has done it). Specu- 
lation and something else have made him a man of 
millions, but nothing more. Vulgarity is enthroned 
in his heart and is exuberant on his tongue. My 
lord's bufler is a king to him— an emperor— a pope. 
The humblest occupant of plush is a hero at his side. 
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You feel it wlieii lie talis, moves, eats, or drinka ; 
your flesh creeps in his company ; yon snspect that 
the gi'oom of the chambers would think the individual 
ont of his place in the steward's room. Yon are 
satisfied that if you could scrape off all the gold tliat 
encases that carcase, you would find nothing but the 
muddiest of mud huta. You have the keenest possible 
perception of idl this ; yet Lady Birmingham, wlio 
treats her aon's tutor as though he were a learned pig, 
wjd nothing higher in the animal chain, ia absorbed 
in visible admiration. It is the same with all the 
ladies ; and aa for the gentlemen — including the 
Dute — they are as proud of their acquwntamce as 
they are imiocent of bis vulgarity arid complaisant to 
his grosaness. You know well enough what it aU 
means. The thing is made of money. But then you 
remember again that the aristocracy have a duty to 
perform, must sustain (heir order and respect them- 
selves, and, for the life of you, you cannot conceive 
how the personal respect is consistent with the 
degrading aduhition. 

Illustrations abound. They occur to us all. We 
pay our highest respect to money, and desiring to be 
respected, we strain after the possession of that for 
which we know we diall be admired, courted, and 
ffiteemed, though we lack every virtue in the calendar. 
We see folks — no doubt charming people in tlieir 
way — endowed with every quality of Adam before ho 
transgressed, neglected because they are poor, and we 
hate poverty for the ciuel penalty it inflicts. Hence 
the universal ti'eading upon one another's heels, the 
pulling at the skirts of those above us, the shocks 
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received from the Bti'Uggling gentry immediately 
behind us; hence the baniakment of all simplicity 
from our lives; the shame that attacliea to Uie 
condition of life to which it lias pleased God to call 
ua, and the difBcnlties that smTound the station into 
which we ridiculously call oui'selves. Hence domestic 
miseries, hearlrending hanimptaes, . gentlewomen left 
by insolvent firtiiera to boast in humble servitude of 
better days, ingenuous youths thrown upon tlie world 
to contend with it in the spirit of bitter foes ; hence, 
too, the starvation that glares upon us from the holes 
and comers of the world, holes in whicb men, women, 
and children labour for a ci'ust through the long 
houra of day and night, that some prosperous, sleek, 
and "universally respected" tradesman may minister 
to an inhuman love of cheapness, and fatten upon 
the flesh and blood of his obscure and helpless fellow- 
creatures. 

' Enough t Money -worship, let ua not deny it, is a 
national sin, and he deserves well of society who mates 
it the subject of his written thoughts, whether he speak 
in prose or verse. One phase of the passion promi- 
nency presented itself in the recent history of railway 
speculation, and we recommended writers of fiction, 
whose office it is to catch folly as it flies, not to let the 
opportunity slip unused. The author of one of the two 
novels now before us — the Golden, Ca^— tells us in his 
prefece, that when our hint came nnder his observation, 
" He had already written at least half the pr^ent 
volumes upon a plan very similar to the one" laid down 
by ourselves, " but comprehending other objects which 
certain events that had recently come before the public 
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with a painftd prominence had su^ested to him. He 
desired to show not only the iieiiiidous influence on 
society of the great speculators, but the almost ec[ually 
injurious influence of the great squandei'eis." 

It woifld afford us real pleasure to say that the suc- 
cess of the endeavour is equal to its aim. The Golden, 
Gaif\& a meagre sketch by a feeble hand. It takes an 
inventory of a house, but does not communicate the 
spirit that pervades it ; — the mechanical broker, not the 
instructed artist, is at work throughout. In the recom- 
mendations given in these columns last September, we 
unhesitatingly affirmed that an author, provided he 
winnowed his facts well and disohaiged his self-appoini«d 
task in a spirit of conscientiousness and integrity, might 
deal boldly with names, and be utterly fearless of con- 
sequences. And bold enough the author of the Golden 
Calf is in all conscience. Not only have we Mr, Hud- 
son, Mr. Del^eld, and the Duke of Buckingham 
brought upon the stage, but also the Marquis of Lon- 
donderry, old Mr. Ooutts, Miss Burdett Coutts, and other 
individuals, whom there is no more reason to disturb 
and summon, than there is to drag the author's own 
father before the public for the unnecessary purpose of 
making a bow. Tet, though we have a gi'eat array of 
public characters, we learn no more concerning them 
than we have hitherto gathered ftom the well-known 
recoids of their lives. The dull level of naiTative is 
never broken by the pungency of satire ; personality is 
never redeemed by brilliancy or force of espi'ession. 
We have no insight into the souls of individuals whom 
we do not care to transfer from actual life to the pages 
of the novelist, unless it be to see the springs of action 
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hidden from our gaze in fJie broad daylight of the 
world. The lover of scandal will be grievously dis- 
appointed who looks for " revelations" in tbe Golden 
Calf. The accomplished and insfnicted novel-reader 
will find his appetite pall upon insipidity. 

Sir Edward Cfrahann, the second novel, is in one 
respect the veiy antithesis of the Golden Calf. The 
object of the latter seems to be a simple clusteiing 
together of a few unworthies of the present generation. 
The intention is declared in the pi'eface. The preface 
of Sir EdiBwrd Graham protests against its being 
imagined for a moment that the author^s had any man 
or woman in her eye in the prosecution of her labours. 
Nobody will suspect Miss Sindair of the unkind inten- 
tion. Her ladies and gentlemen are all strangei's, and 
so ive wish them to continue. Before Miss Sinclair 
proceeds to the msun purpose of her work, she fills 
many pages with editying remai'ks upon the degenerate 
tendency of our age, which prefers higblyiseasoned and 
piquant dishes to tbe rigid and unadidterated lare suited 
to the palates of rational and enhghtened teings ; and 
then, by way of illustration to her lecture, she writ^ aa 
thrilling, as melo-dramaticj and as unnatural a story as 
ever issued from the Minerva press or delighted hall- 
porters in Grcsvenor-square. Thei'e is power in her 
work, such as we do not find in the companion novel 
above referred to. The lady has skill in dialogue, and 
can use a delicate pendl in the development of eharac- 
t«r, but Sir Sdward Gra/iam is certainly as admirable 
an instance of the vice in ordei' to counteract which the 
took was expressly written, as it is possible to place in 
the hands of the young. 
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Tlio moral of " Railway Speculation" has yet to be 
written ; the tale that shall instruct mankind has still 
to be told. It is no jouraeyman's hand that is com- 
petent to the task. It will be the glory of genius to 
accomplish with a touch, that which the tedious and 
often-repeated efforts of mediocrity will never reach. 
In the very simplicity and obviouaneas of the theme 
consists the difficulty of deahug with it as it deserves. 

UeOKUBBE 14, 1B49. 
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LOUIS PHILIPPE AND HIS FAMILY. 

CHAPTER THE FIRST. 

Thb time had passed for history to he serviceable dthei' 
as giiide or counsellor to Louis Philippe, King of the 
French, when he was paying in exile the penalty of 
opportunity misused in the day of vast prosperity and 
power. To the Count de Neuilly, the inhabitant of 
Claremont, with no future before him save the illimit- 
able, which lie must share with the meanest, what 
avMled the upbraiding voice of experience-— of what use 
the tremendous lesson learned too late, and at a sacriiice 
that beggars calculation ! 

Events repeat themselves. In Uie daily walk of 
every man, scenes, actions and thoughts recur which 
have already played their part in the mysterions drama 
of his existence. Amidst the thousand new combina- 
tions of life, a well-known series presents itself to staitle 
the actor and to confound his judgment. The public 
histoiy of the family of Orleans is a continually return- 
ing narrative of the same characters, incidents and 
passions. The first chapter is identical with the last. 
The most illustrious ancestor exhibits the pohtical 
featui'ss of the least remai'kahle descendant. Make due 
allowance for the altei'cd aspect of the age, and tie 
diffei'cnce between the public caj'eer of the crowned 
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representative of the house and. that of its founder is 
comparatively trifling. When Louis XIV. sat upon 
the throne of France, a Phihp of Orleans eoiu-ted tho 
people, and. moeked it wifh a show of popuiar con- 
cession. When the same monarch lay quietly in his 
grave, a Philip of Orleans iixik virtual possession of 
his seat at the bidding of a parliament, whose Bupreme 
voice he worahipped. only the more effectually to insult 
and silence it. An Orleans, voted ruler by the repre- 
sentatives of the people at the dose of a protracted 
reign of tyranny and despotism; a century and a half 
ago gave to Finance, in exchange for a government of 
arbitrary power, a government of still more deadly cor- 
ruption. What are these but tales of the day in which 
we have moved! Nearer yet to our time, an Orleans, 
faithless to his blood, I'^ardless of the ties of femily 
and race, made common cause with the revolution, that 
he might the more securely ride upon the storm, and 
yet lived to be the victim of the bloody saturnalia of 
which he had been the chosen hero. To gratify the 
mob, the father of Lonis Philippe signed the deafh- 
waiTant of Louis XVI., and then for reward was him- 
self dragged by his patrons to the scaffold. Louis 
Philippe, profiting by the exile of Charles X., is flung 
even more ignominiously into banishment than the 
Mng whose downfall was the signal of his own sudden 
rise. Different phases of the same historial picture 
meet ub at every turn. Throughout the series of por- 
traits there is no mistaking the femily likeness. An 
impure stream mingles with the waters tram then' 
source. A Nemesis attends and accompanies the stoct 
fi»m the cradle. It is impossible, in the space to which 
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D THE DOKE OF OKLEANS. 57 

ii'ily limited, to illustrate these remarks 
by more than a slight notice of a few of the extraordi- 
HMy events in connection with tlie family of OrleMis, 
that crowd themselves into ttc last two himtlved 
yeaiB, Such as we shall use for our purpose have a 
surpassing interest in (hemiselves, and overflow with 
instruofion. 

A son was bom to Louis XIII. and Anne of Auatiia 
in the September of 1638. Another was bom to the 
same parents on the 21st of the same month in 1640. 
The first became Louis XIV. ; the latter was founder of 
the house with whose histoiy we are now concerned. 
The children as they grew up exhibited a marked dif- 
ference, both ia their personal appearance and natural 
tastes. Louis was tali and well proporfioned, with a 
(ah- complexion, and a commanding fece. Philip, re- 
markably small, exhibited a long and repulsive counte- 
nance, which jet black hair and eyebrows, and fine 
dart eyes, could not redeem from ugliness. The dau- 
phin loved to play at soldiera as a boy ; Monsieur, shy 
and retiring, spent his time in his mother's apartments, 
with the ladies of the coiirt. Ai-rived at manhood, the 
elder loved the chase, music, and the dtama : the 
younger found his enjoyment in good eating, gambhng, 
and dress. Throughout life the King was jealous and 
suspicious of the Duke, whose affability to the populace 
set a nevei'-to-be-foi^tten example to his descendants. 
The Dute disliied, but feared the King, trembling, it ia 
said, in his presence, and never venturing to I'emon- 
strate against a royal command, whatever pangs obedi- 
ence might cost In 1661 Louis became the husband 
of the Infonta Maria Theresa, daughter of Philip IV, of 
3* 
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Spain, and immediately afterwards his Lrotliei' maiTied 
Henrietta Anne, daughter of our own unfortimate 
Charles I. 

A fascination not wholly unconnected with the 
son-owa of her birth, and the sadness of her early death, 
pervades the character of the volatile and light-hearted 
Henrietta. Her fether had never known her. She 
was bom at Exeter during the height of the dvil wars, 
and she was an exile when he perished. Appearing in 
Paris after her marriage, she tooic that gay city by sur- 
prise, by the force of " her beauty, her wit, and readi- 
ness in repai'lee." And amongst the chief of her ad- 
muera was the King himself. A picture of the times Is 
presented by a stroke, Louis XIV., eager to subjngate 
Holland, was anxious to obtain, not merely the neu- 
trality, but the active support and help of England. 
Henrietta of Orleans, a fevourite sister of Charles H., 
was commissioned by the King of France to win the 
co-operation of her brother by the offer of a mistress 
and a pension. The ambassadress fulfilled her mission 
to the letter. The money was paid ; the mistress was 
created Duchess of Portsmouth, and Henrietta of 
Orleans acquired all the honours of a snccessfiil and 
therefore a gi'eat negotiator. She I'eturned to France 
to receive the grateful thanka of the King, and to be 
poisoned by her husband's friends. On the 29th June, 
1670, the Duchess of Orleans rose earlier than usual, 
and visited her daughter, Mma Louisa, then a lovely 
child not more than eight years old. Before night she 
had swallowed the draught that killed her. Eighteen 
years afterwards that lovely child, who inherited much 
of the character and beauty, and far too much of the 
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fiite of Ker motlier, as Queen, of Spain, took from the 
hands of an attendant a glass of milk, and within a few 
hourae was a corpse. Trouble and trial commenced 
theii' work with this affieted femily at its root. 

The Duke of Orleans married ag^n, hia second wife 
being Charlotte Elizabeth of Bavaria. This lady's own 
description of herself will serve for her portrait. In her 
memoirs she says, " I must be very ugly : I have no 
features, small eyes, a snub nose, long and flat Ups — 
poor elements wherewith to compound a physiognomy. 
I have large pendant cheeks aud a broad face. My 
stature is short, and my person lai'ge ; both my body 
and legs ate short ; altogetiier I am a fright" There 
is no reason to doubt the correctness of the drawing. 
Wien the Duke of Orleans fiist saw his wife in Pai'is, 
after he had been married to her by proxy, he could 
not conceal his disappointment and chagrin. " In 
truth," writra the good-hmnoured Duchess, " I was not 
surprised at this, on account of my ugliness. However, 
I resolved to Mve on good terms with Monsieur, in order 
that my attentions might habituate him to me, and 
(itat at length he might find me endurable, which was 
the result in the end." The Duke, auri'ounded by 
woitUess fevourites of either sex, proposed to the 
Duchess, after the birth of a second chUd, that for the 
future they should occupy separata apartments. The 
Duchess, always compliant, and whose sole desire was 
that she and her husband might live together on teiins 
of mutual forbearance, had peculiar reasons for acqui- 
escence instantly and cheerfully in the request. "It 
was very unpleasant, " writes this very sensible and 
shari>-witted woman, " to sleep with Monsieur. He 
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could not bear tliat any one should touch him dining 
Lis dumbers : consequently, I had to sleep at the very 
edge of the bed, whence I often tumbled out on the 
gi'ound like a sacL I was therefore enchanted when 
Monsieur in all friendship, and without a quarrel, pro- 
posed that we should have separate rooms." 

The two children of Philip and Charlotte Elizabeth 
were the Duo de Chai'trea, aft«cwards the Il^;ent 
Orleans, and Elizabeth, afterwards Duchess of Lori'aine, 
Blunt and rough sptiten as the motlier might be, she 
had a rai'e pride of bii-th, much dignity, and a sincere 
love for her offspring. The great affliction of her hfe 
waa tlie marri^e of her son with Mademoiselle Blois, 
the natwal daughter of Louis XIV. by Madame de 
Montespan, and the circumstances preceding the mar- 
riage are woU worth the relating. From the King 
downwards, every one dreaded to mate known to the 
proud Bavarian princess the alliance npon whicb the 
Grand Monarque was resolutely bent. The consent of 
the Dnke of Orleans waa obtained as a matter of course ; 
the Due de Chartres submitted to bis fether and the 
King. When the youth finally ventured to communi- 
cate the project to his mother, the enraged lady turned 
him fairly out of doors. When his fetber attempted 
to remonstrate, the demeanour of bis injm'ed wife sent 
him abashed and thoroughly ashamed of himself from 



The intended marriage was to be announced at court 
that evening. An eye-witness, who saw the Dnohess 
promenading the galleries of the palace, describes her 
as " walking rapidly, taking large stiides, waving the 
handkerchief she held in her hand, weeping without 
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restraint, speaking loudly, geatieulating Tiolenily, aad 
looking for all the world like Ceres, when deprived of 
Proseipine, seeking her fiiriously, and demanding her 
from Jupiter." At the supper-table the Duo de Chartres 
took his place at hia mother's side, the King being 
present, hut the ill-iavoured yet high-apiri(«d lady took 
no notice whatever of King, husband, or child. Her 
eyes filled with tears until the monarch tenderly offered 
her of some dish upon the table, when the weeper 
sternly refused the dainty, with no other effect than that 
of iua-easing the atteutionS-of the suppliant monarch. 
Upon quitting the table, his Majesty made Madame a 
veiy low bow, " during which," it is written, " she 
wheeled round so nicely on her heel, that when the 
King raised his bead he saw nothing but her back ad- 
vanced one step toward the door." The next morning 
the King held his usual levee of the council after mass. 
Madame attended. Her son, according to custom, ap- 
proached to kiss her hand. In presence of the whole 
court, and to the confusion and amazement of all the 
spectators, the Duchess greeted her boy with a slap in 
the fece that was heard in the next apartment. The 
Due de Chartres manied the King's natural daughter 
nevertheless. 

The Duke, bis fatlier, died in 1701, A profligate 
throughout hie, he fell at last a victim to sheer gluttony. 
He had engaged to dine with tbe King at Marly. Be- 
fore dinner, Louis reproached bis brother for not pro- 
hibiting tbe infidelities of his son, which had gi'own 
into a public scandal. Monsieur replied sarcastically, 
that fathei^ who led bad lives had no authority 
over erring children. The rebuke was felt, and led to 
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loud dispute. Monsieur vowed that not one of the 
promises had been fulfilled which had induced him to 
dlow hia son to many a bastard. The King retorted ; 
the language of both became disgracefiilly coarse, and 
might have grown coarser, had not an attendant ven- 
tured to inform the royal squabblers that their redprocal 
abuse was overheard in the antechamber. 

Dinner was announced. The King was passionless 
at the moal, as a king should be. The Duke was 
feverish and flushed, but he at« of everything. After 
dinner the King went to visit James 11. of England, an 
exile at St. Germains. Tho Duke accompanied his 
bTOther to the gates, and then returned to take his 
usual shipper " with the ladies of St. Cloud." He en- 
joyed the supper even more than the dinner. But 
during the third course, whilst pounng out a glass of 
wine, he was observed to speak thick, and to make 
strange gestures with his hand. The next moment he 
fell into the aiina of his son, in a fit of apoplexy. At 
three in the morning the King anived at St. Cloud, and 
found his brother speechless and insensible. At twelve 
o'clock the same day he expired. The intelligence was 
carried at once to the Duchess, who was in her own 
room when her husband breatlied his last The poor 
lady could say nothing but " Ko convent, no convent I 
let no one speak to me of a convent !" By her marriage 
contract, the Duchess of Orleans was boimd to choose 
between a convent and a residence at the castle of 
Montarges, which was her dowei', and before the Duke 
was cold the lady had taken steps to avoid either alter- 
native. Indeed, the breath was hardly out of his body 
when Louis XIV. and Madame de Maintenon were seen 
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reiiearsing the overture of an opera ! Glorious age 1 
Magnificent epoch ! "Who looks one inch deeper for 
the origin of bloody revolution and European confla- 
gi'ation ? The desperate heartlessness, if there were no- 
thing else, explains it aD. 

The son of the deceased inherited the faults of hi3 
&ther, and, with rirtuea pecuHar to himself exhibited 
vices as rare as they were monstrous. His passion for 
knowledge was intense ; be was an excellent linguist, a 
sound historian, a good mathematician, and an expei'fc 
natur^iat. Devoted to philosophical pursuits, be ex- 
celled in chemistry, and prosecuted the study of that 
infant branch of science with a zeal that drew upon bim 
suspicions rife enough in all countries at the period. At 
sixteen the future regent had penetrated fields of infor- 
mation at the bare entrance of which royal youti is 
seldom found. But if the boy was in advance of his 
priucely contemporaries as a lover of learning, be left 
the whole world behind him in his practice of profligacy 
and the gi'ossest sensuality. At sixteen, it is said, he 
had all the experience ia vice of a man of sixty. " My 
son," wrote his mother, " is lite Madame de Longueville, 
who almost died of ftmui when with her husband in 
^Normandy. He bates innocent amusements.^ His 
tutor, who bved to be a cardinal, was an atheist, and 
lost to virtue in every otlier respect, but his pupil out- 
stiipped his master in bis mad career of blaapbemy and 
dissipation. 

The war of succession found the Duke of Orleans, 
then in his thirtieth, yeai', intrusted with the command 
of the army in Italy. There was no evidence of 
ii^ in hia military conduct He in- 
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Bpired confidence by his course and undoubted aldll, 
and France, from the king to the peasant, paid homage 
to his genius. Commanding afterwards in Spain, he 
gMned fresh laurels, and returned to Paris after a vic- 
torious campaign, to be fited for his success, and exe- 
crated for his continued and glaring impiety. By Loais 
SIV, and his family &e Duke was execrated shortly 
afterwards on private and especial grounds. Whilst 
fighting the battles of his country in Spmn, it would 
appear that the young Duke had carried on negotiatdons 
somewhat too exclusively on his own account. To put 
an end to the wai' his Royal Highness proposed to the 
allies that he should be placed upon the Spanish 
throne, upon conditions favourable to the enemy, and 
likely to conduce to the peace of Europe. The propo- 
sition was under consideration when intelligence of the 
treachery, and documents that confirmed it, cached 
liie court of France, and threw it into panic and con- 
sternation. 

Other eircninstances tended rapidly to establish and 
extend the Duke's unpopularity. On the 6th of July, 
1710, the daughter of the Duke of Orleans (the in- 
femons oflspiing of an infamous sire) manied the Duo 
de Berri, son of the dauphin of France. On the 9th of 
April, 1111, as the dauphin was preparing for the 
chase at Meudon, he was suddenly seized with a feint- 
ing fit, and four days afterwards died of the smaUpox. 
Tie title of " dauphin" was then transferred to the 
Duke of Burgundy, the late danphin's eldest surviving 
son. Early in I7l2 the Duchess of Bnrgundy was 
attacked with scarlatina. She fell a victim to the dis- 
ease on the 12th of February. Six days afterwaids 
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tlie I>uic her husband died of the same complaint. 
Oe the 8th of Mardi thdr eldest boy shared his pa- 
rents' fete. Between the Dute of Orleans and the 
throne of France there interposed, after the decease of 
the Due de Bern, only a sickly child at the breast, the 
remaining son of the Duke of Burgundy. Henrietta of 
England, Maria Louisa, Queen of Spain, had fellen by 
the Land of the poisoner ; could the wholesale destrao- 
tjon in the family of the King be the work of chance 
and nature ? The iacta were remembered and tie 
question was asked. France by common consent ac- 
cused the Duke of Orleans of being the murderer of hia 
race, and the wretched man reeled under the teirible and 
unmerited accusation. 

Frowned upon at court, insulted by tlie mob, the 
Duke of Orleans sought consolation amidst furnaces 
and alembics, and in orgies at which the Duchess de 
Beni presided — herself the incarnation of blasphemy 
and unrestrained licentiousness. The companions of 
father and daughter were the most corrupted ajid hard- 
ened of thdr kind, the title to admission to a hellish 
feast being amply a readiness to laugh at morality and 
to insult God. But whilst dividing hfa time between 
the study of astrology and magical divination, in which 
he reUgiously believed, and the profanation of the laws 
of his Maker, which he sacrilegiously contemned, the 
extraordinary man of whom we speak found means to 
repfor tJie reputation aeddent had broken, and to in- 
demnify himself for tlie unjust calumnies of a whole 
people. Louis XIV. was King, parliament, and all. 
His magnificent will was supreme law, and France, 
under his rule, answei'ed to his nod as nature moves at 
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the behijst of its Ci'eator. The Duke rf Oileani, in Lis 
disgi'ac*, auddeoly conceived the highest reveience for 
the decrees of pariiameiit, and a houndleas lespeit for 
its prerogatives. He was familiar with, the constitutioti 
of England as it had been remodelled undei the house 
of Orange, His sympathies were irith tJie Enghsh 
Whigs, and it giieved biin to the heart to note the ^ ■tet 
difference between the masculine representative system 
of fee English people, and the feeble and abject name 
of & system beneath which France groaned. The Duke, 
wise in his genei'ation, I'esolved tksl political libei'ality 
should take the place of charity, and cover ail his sins. 
How needy are fLe spirits of men of tie fi'eedom which 
is the breath of life : how much is overlooked and 
cheerfully foi^ven in the man who, with tie power to 
make his fellow-creatures walk erect, bids them go foilh 
in independent strength, the incredulous now may learn. 
The Duke of Orieana was the murderer of the dauphins, 
so it was believed ; he dealt in the forbidden ai'ts of 
magic and necromancy : he had defied Heaven and 
raised the devil ; accusations with respect to his own 
daughter too terrible to repeat, were the comm.on theme 
of the multitude ; his daring impiety scared the dis- 
creet ; his disregard of public decency offended even 
the unscrupulous ; — yet it was bruited abroad, in an 
age of acut«, though splendid tyranny, that a prince 
near to the throne felt for the wrongs of a people, and 
sighed to give them liberty of sonl and body : and in a 
moment all was forgotten and washed out. The lesson 
is tremendous ; so is aitotber ; but will either evei' be 
thoroughly learnt ? The Duke of Orleans received the 
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coadonafion and support of hia clients, and then laughed 
outright at them for iJieir credulity and pains, 

Louis XIV. made a will. His grandson was a 
child wlien his own foot was at the grave. Dreading a 
regency which should give uncontrolled power to his 
nephew, he desired that the regency might consist of 
a, eoimeil, at which the Duke of Orleans should ait na 
president ; the remaining members of the council were 
the Duke's tnown enemies. The will was deposited 
with much state and ceremony in the wall of the Par- 
liament House, and after the King's death the solemn 
document was read. Concerning the deatli itself little 
need be said. The King was seventy-seven years old, 
and he quitted the world with magnanimity. His 
power during hia long and singular reign is known t* 
every boy. His magnificence has passed into a pro- 
vei-b. No monardi had ever been so flattered in life ; 
few have been so insulted in deatli. His funeral pro- 
cession was poor and mean. It was a time of general 
rejoicing. Everybody, according to a eont^mporaiy 
anihoritj, " was eating and drinking along the whole 
road to St Denis ;" and whilst the cofSn was being de- 
posited in its final resting-place, the writeis of lampoons, 
pamphlets, and satires were hard at work at the poor 
King's expense. 

The royal will, we say, was read, and proved waste 
paper. Duiing the operation the Duke of Orleans toot 
care that tlie pariiament should be surrounded by 
soldiers, lest the Assembly might object to his High- 
ness's sole regency : but the parliament, eager to wel- 
come a constitutional chief, needed not the touch of the 
sword to give the Duke of Orleans unlimited power as 
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Regent of the kingdom. The -worst man in France be- 
came the first in virtue of a, lie. It wiis a fetal mistake, 
and has been repeated. 

The morals of the court of Louia XTV. were bad 
enough, but they were pure in comparison with those 
of the Regency. There was an affectation of stern 
piety in the midst of fearful libertinism so long as Louis 
lived. If offences against society and the laws of man 
and Heaven were hourly perpetrated, shame was not 
wholly lost in 1iie transgreesoi«. Ladies escaped from 
the embraces of their paramours to find immediate ab- 
solution in the convent Thpre wa^ i recognitJon of 
the claims of morality even whiKt they wei'e set at de- 
fiance. Madame de Mamtenon wia a devotee, and 
Louis XIV., who blazonei ftith hif. adulteries, and set 
aside the laws of maniage when he prod^med the 
children of his miati'ess as legitimate as his lawful issue, 
could remonstrate like a vu'tuous patnarch with the 
daring nephew, whose proceedings after all were shaped 
according to the model supplied him by his uncle. 
The King cloaked the deUnquendes of his court by a 
specious etiquette, and the piiictices he pretended to ab- 
hor when they assumed the foira of naked vice, passed 
unreproved in the taking garb of knightly gaUantry. 
Upon the death of Louis XIV. the court threw off the 
hypocritical mask, and gloried in its unblushing in- 
femy. The Kegent had no respect for virtue, and no 
desire to conceal his great contempt for it. Restraint 
was weakness. The consequence of the change was 
soon evident enough. Infidehty and immorality, that 
blazed at the apex of society, found their way rapidly 
to its broad and wide extended base. Literature I'e- 
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fleeted flie tone of t]ie palace; generally sparkling and 
clever, the publicationa of the day were always intolera- 
bly iadecent. The bloodiest heroes of the I'evolution 
were the sons and grandsons of the men who had. been 
taught by their rulers that there ia no God in the uni- 
verse, and no happiness on earth that is not foimd in 
the overthrow of the moral sense and in the anarchy of 
the passions. The rising of the people against author- 
ily at the close of the eighteenth century had been pre- 
ceded by the rising of authority against the people at 
the beginning of it. There was as clear a renunciation, 
upon the part of the Regent Orieans and his govern- 
ment, of all the duties they owed to the state, as there 
was, in 1792, of all the loyalty and obedience due from 
subjects to the Crown. Had the Duie of Orleans, the 
nephew of Louis XIV., kept feith with the parliament, 
hia last memorable descendant in all probability would 
never have reached his kingly eminence or earned his 
bitter suffering. He broke that faith, he unloosed the 
bands that kept society together, and so prepared the 
way for a catastrophe that filled Europe with horror 
and amazement, but made no impression upon any 
member of the Hoiee of Orleans. 

The minister of the Regent was Dubois, who had 
been his tutor. The character of that worthy has been 
already briefly given. In his youth he had been an 
apothecary's apprentice ; in his old age he brought up 
the whole conclave at Rome to " ensure the election of 
a Pope pledged to the elevation of Dubois," and was 
made a eardiual, having previously, on account of his 
desperate immorality, found some difficulty in receiving 
n ordination. For a financial coadjutor the Duke 
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of Orleans took to himself the celebrated Mr. John Law, 
who hecause he was a Pixitestant could not l^ally dupe 
the Roman Catholic population of Pajis, and who was 
thei'efoi'e made a Roman Catliohc for a prsent of hia 
own bankaotes by a perjured abbe, the brother of Du- 
bois' mistress ; the very gentleman, by the way, who 
carried llie bribes to the conclave at Rome, and did, in 
feet, aU the dirty work of his sister's holy and powOTful 
protector. Law's aHU as a finfiucier in univeraally ap- 
predated. The exchequer of the R«gent was in a de- 
plorable condition, when Law undei-took to revive it by 
a coup de main. The professional gambler manufec- 
tured notes by the basketful, distiibnted them, impressed 
the Parisians with a notion tUat they were more valua- 
ble than spede, and thus providing', for a IJme at least, 
against the possibihty of their being converted into coin, 
poured heaps of wealth into a nation that awoke from 
a delusion to find itself irretiievably bankrupt. Rotten 
from beginning to end, the kingdom of France passed 
from the kancls of the Regent to those of Louis XV,, 
ripe for the dissolution that awaited it. In 1723, eight 
years after he had received a saered trust from the par- 
liament, the R^;ent transfeiTed it to tlie King, hia 
nephew, very much the woise for wear. Pailiament 
had been treated with even greater contumely than 
during the monaiysliy ; and civil and religious liberty, 
that had expected so much fi'ora the promises of seffish- 
neas, had been bound down by chains more galling than 
any it had ever known. Oorruptjon peiTaded eveiy 
branch of the pubhc service, profanity characterized the 
uppei' classes, penury and suffeiing afflicted the lowest. 
B^ween tbe two extremities a deposition had taken 
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root to question the authority of tings and the abiding 
providence of God. 

An incident that ocetured diiring the regency ia too 
remartable to be overlooked. Dubois proposed a re- 
conciliation between France and Spain. The condition 
of the minister was the marriage of Louis XVt then 
twelve years of age, with the Spanish Infenta, upon her 
aniving at maturity ; and this condition was accom- 
panied by anoihei' : — the marriage of the Prince of the 
Asturias, fourteen years of age, with Mademoiselle de 
Mon^mmier, fourth daughter of the Duke of Orleans, 
in her thirteenth year. "When the marnE^es were an- 
nounced in France, it was whispered that the Regent 
had selected a child for the king in order to increase 
tile chances of his own femily in France and Spain. 
Fifteen years must elapse before an heir could be bom 
to Louis XV. ; and in that interval what might not 
acddent or crime achieve ? Events, aa we have said, 
repeat themselves. 

Upon the 2nd of December, 1723— the year in 
which Louis XV. ascended the throne of his fathers — 
his uncle, the ex-regent, dined with the Duchess of Pha- 
laria, his last miafreas. During the morning he had 
I'eeeived a visit from liis physician, who had for some 
days recommended abstinence and the loss of blood for 
ailments with which the Duke was troubled. " Wait 
imlil to-morrow, my good doctor," said the Duke, " I 
will enjoy myself to-day." The doctor ventured to re- 
monstrate, but his patient told him that ho had more 
faith in his cook tlian in his physician, and so dismissed 
him. After dinner he retired to the apartment of the 
Duchess, and sat upon a sofa whilst she took a low stool 
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and placed herself at his feet As her head reposed 
upon his knees ike Dute bade her relate one of those 
lively stories which she could so well tell, " Once upon 
a tiiiie," began the Duch^s, " there lived a king and a 
Queen." The words were hardly uttered before the 
Duke's head sank on his breast, and he fell sideways on 
her shoulder. The lady went on with her etoiy ; she 
had often before sung her lover to sleep ; but bis limbs 
stiffened, and then she sprang to the bell and rang it 
violently. No oae answered. The accident had hap- 
pened when everybody was either occupied or away. 
Half an hour elapsed before a doctor could be brought, 
and be came in time to find the Duke dead. So dis- 
appeared the royal philosopher and sensualist One 
may chaidtably conclude that a spai'k of honest shame 
atJll lingered in the land defiled by the wickedness which 
the deceased had. so lai^y helped to create ; for we 
read that no real mourner presented himself at the cold 
funeral of tlie Duke of Orleans, and that the Bishop of 
Angel's, who delivered the last oration at the tomb, de- 
clined to bestow any eulogy upon the departed. 

CHAPTER TEE SECOND. 
Louis Philippe of Orleans, son of the Regent, was 
bom August 4, 1703. According to his father's de- 
scription, the youth, deformed in person and dull in in- 
tellect, united in himself the defects of all the other 
princes of the blood. But, whatsoever the deficiencies 
of his mind, blame rested with that unworthy father 
alone; not the slightest attention had been paid to the 
boy's education. The Palais Royal was his home when 
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that palace was a den of infamy ; throngli its dissipated 
drclea he was allowed to wander at will, and with the 
eager interest of thoughtless childhood, listened intently 
to conversation which manhood, if not lost to shame, 
could not hear without a hlush. Fortunately for the 
youth, a tutor was found at an early age, who contrived 
to chain his passions down by the most estraoidinary 
revelation concerning the punishments of Hell. Eeli- 
g^oufl asceticism saved the Kegent'a son possibly from the 
Regent's fete. The feshion of the day compelled tlie 
young Duke to take an opera dancer for his mistress, 
but such time as he passed with the lady he generally 
employed in a harmless endeavour to convince her of 
the truth of the metempsychosis theoty, in which he 
himself devoutly believed. It ia difficult to overrate the 
great benefit conferred upon the Duke by his stem and 
astute preceptor. Upon one occasion, after the Duke 
had passed some houre in the Queen's apartment, no 
one being present but her majesty, the young man sud- 
denly fell upon his knees and spent several minutes in 
prayer, earnestly supplicating God to pardon the 
thoughts which, during the intei'view, had presented 
themselves to his imagination. The Queen used to I'e- 
lafe the inddent as one in which perfect gallantry and 
perfect piety met in combination. 

Nothwithstanding the pious tendencies of the Duke, 
however, he contrived, like the more worldly, to 
have an eye for business. So long as the Queen of 
Louis XV. continued childless, he remained at court 
vigilantiy watching the chances tliat might transfer 
to him the prize to which his family looked in vain 
for years, and reached at last only to grasp, and then 
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renounce it; mating liis game, and preparing foi 
eontingeneiee. From his sire te had learned to 
court alliance with England, to advocate peac«, and 
to hate with aH his heart the Spanish hi-anch of tlie 
house of Bonrbon. When, on the 4tli of December, 
1'729, the bii'th of a Dauphin was announced, tlie 
Diike, who had nothing to gain from public life, 
withdrew within tlie sphere most congenial to his 
habits. He applied himself esdusivdy to the studj 
of theolc^, and of tlie languages connected with 
bibUcal hleratm'e. Eegarding himself as a divinely 
appointed missionary, he plunged into polemics, and 
wrote treatises too learned 1o be generally appreciated, 
and, indeed, too metaphysical to be thoroughly 
understood by any one. He wasted entire days in 
the convent of St. Genevieve, disputing with the 
fathers of the monastery upon the punctuation of a 
verse in the Bible, or concerning the exact locality of 
the Garden of Eden. No religious pwceasion took 
place in which he had not a part ; and the parochial 
deigymen, whibt he hved, were never without an 
assistant in cafeohising the poorer children. Earnest 
and harmless occupation gains I'cspect at ail times. 
When piety tinctures the labour, it commands om' 
homage. We may smile for a moment at the pro- 
ceedings of the deformed son of the Regent Orleans, 
but the feeling of pity is transient, and gives place 
to a nobler. He died February 4, 1762, bequeathing 
all his mannsoripta io the Jacobin Fathers; he had 
already founded a professorship of HbHcal Hebrew 
at the Sorbomie, "in order that heretics shoidd not 
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be the only Christians who studied the Holy Scriptures 
in their original languages." 

The devout Duke of Orleans left a son, Louis 
Pliihppe of Orleans, who waa bom at Versrulles, May 
12, 1 7 26. History has preserved few records of 
this prince's life, but such as we pick up are charac- 
teristic enough of the race, aud leave no doubt as 
to tJie identity. In selecting a wife for his son, the 
Due de Chartrea, Louis Philippe's first and sole 
consideration was to obtain for him the lai^est dowry 
that the country could produce ; his extravagance 
had crippled his own splendid I'esources, and his 
mealiness in pecuniary ti'ansacfions rendered him 
unscrupulous in the mode of repairing them. The 
exquisite cold-bloodedness of this whole affair, tlie 
profonnd indifference of the father for the happiness 
of his son, the utter disregai'd exhibited by the 
calculator for the feelings of the lady chiefly concerned 
in his negotiation, are all striking poiats in the 
otherwise commonplace character now upon our 
stage. Louis XIV. had heaped treasures upon Lis 
natural children. At the time of which we speak, 
the inheritance of all was about to devolve upon M. 
de Lamballe and Mademoiselle de Penthievre, the 
surviving children of the Due de Penthievre, the 
event waiting only for tie death of the Count d'Eu, 
a bachelor advanced in Kfe, and in indifferent health. 
When Mademoiselle Penthievre was first propose<l 
io the Duke of Orleans as a suitable wife for his 
successor, die Duke is said to have betrayed the 
strongest indignation. The lady was descended from 
the bastards, the declared enemies of the house of 
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Orleans; that was irapediment enough, hut it might 
have heen removed. Again, her fortune, though 
large, was not the laigest iu the kingdom — that 
obstacle was insupepahle. The admirahle parent 
would not listen to the proposition; not then, at 
least Afterwards, drcumstances occurred to render 
him more tractable. M. de Lamballe, joint heir with 
the young lady, was suddenly attacked with a painfui 
disease, and was compelled to Buhmit to a still more 
painful operation ; the doctois pronounced the sufferer 
in most imminent danger. Should he die, Mademoiselle 
de Penthi&vre would eventually inherit no less a sum 
than 120,000;. per annum. The Duke of Orleans 
asked for the young lady in marriage for his son 
immediately. 

But M, de LambaJIe was not yet dead. As he 
was osollaiang between this world and the noxt^ the 
Duke of Orleans occupied himself in investigating 
ihe family papers. The Due de Penthi&vre, who 
gave his consent to the match, generously showed 
the Duke of Orleans his will, besides making known 
to him his present intentions with regard U> his 
daughter. The generosity was thrown away upon a 
gentleman who was simply disgusted at the pitiful 
allowance which the Duke proposed for his child 
during his own life-time, but he consoled himself 
like a prudent man and a good father, with the 
thought of poor M. de Lambelle's approaching dis- 
solution, M, de Lamballe, however, was not yet 
dead. On the contrary, to the astonishment of 
eveiybody, a change took place for the better. It 
was enough fyf Iionis Philippe, Duke of Orleans; 
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by this time MademoisoUe de Pentlii^vre was over 
head and ears in love witli the Due de Ohm-ti^ kit 
what was that to the purpose ? Half the girl's 
fortune would go should M, de Lamballe recover ; 
he was recovering very iaat, and accordingly, the 
Duke of Orleans brofee off the match insttmter, and 
once more scouted all idea of union with virtuous 
indignation. Hfa son should Lave nothing to say to 
bastards. 

The fiend w£b very busy with the Duke. The 
politic gentleman had secured the natural anger of 
M. de Penthievre, the fiiry of tbe Due de Cdoiseul, 
who had made up (be maf«h, imd tbe scorn of all 
right-hearted men, when M. de Lamballe suddenly 
suffered a relapse, from which everybody agreed he 
could not po^bly I'ecover, and be did not recover. 
He died, leaving Mademoiselle de Penthifevre heiress 
to a fortune which a king need not disdain. As we 
have seen, the Duke of Orleans had been veiy lar 
fiM>m disdaining it. Yet he had suffered it to slip 
through his fingers. Not he; his was a happy 
nature, that suffered him to go forward or to go 
backwaid precisely as it suited his convenience, and 
answered his purpose. Mademoiselle de Penthievre 
is desciibed by all ihe wiitei's of her time as the 
gentlest and the most timid of her sex, but her 
devotion to the ITuc de Chaitres elicited the stivng 
passion that lies slnmbejing in tlie feeblest woman's 
breast She had already vowed to end her days in 
tlie cloister, when the incorrigible Duke once more 
ventured, and successfully, to trade upon hei- affec- 
tion, and to open fl'esh negotiations for the union. 
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Would that lie had lived to see the fidl-blown triumph 
of his scheming! Greater splendour had never l)een 
witnessed at a wedding feast than that which ailomed 
the celebration at Versailles in the month of May, 
1768. Greater calamity has never been endured by 
woman than that suffered by Mademoiselle de 
Penthievre in conseqiience of that alliance. ITo 
doubt the Duke of Orleans would have sold bis soul 
to obtam the lai^eat dowry in the kingdom for hfe 
son ; to secure a tolerably good one he, in fact, 
considerably tarnished that better portion of hia 
Tiature; yet poor Mademoiselle, sweet-tempered, 
delicately feshioned, bashful, and modest, hved to see 
\i&[ husband wiihout a shilling to hiiy a poor man's 
prayers as he laid his head upon the block, and to 
know that her children were b^gars and outcasts, 
driven through the world without a name — witliout 
a homel 

A few words must suffice to dismiss the grandson 
of the Eegent from the scene. We have too much to 
say of his wretched son, the husband of Mademoiselle 
de Penthifevre, of his unfortunate grandsons, hei' chil- 
dren, to admit of lingering on the way. Indeed, his 
history is soon told. It has been stated be was born 
in 1725. At the age of thirteen he w^ appointed to 
a regiment of infentry. At the affair of Dettingen he 
served with honour, and he was present at the battles 
of Fontenoy, Hai'court, and Lawfetd, " besides taking 
an active part in the sieges which have established 
the martial reputation of Marshal Saxe." Tlie last of 
his exploit? was in 1757, when he served under Marshal 
d'EstrSs, and contributed largely, according t^> contem- 
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poraiy accoTinls, to the great victory obtained by tbe 
MaiBhal over the English at Hastenbect, At com-t he 
waa a simple spectator of tlie political vicissitudes of 
his age, coDteiitiBg Limaelf witli enacting the pwts 
whidi Madame de PompadoTir assigned to him in the 
dramatic representations set on foot within tlie pre- 
dncts of the Palaoe for the amusement of the King. 
The sensual indulgence and abominable selfishness of 
Louis XV^ immersed in the frivolities and hollow eti- 
<juette of a corrupt court, contrasted disadvantageously 
with the simpler life of a piince, who recommended 
himsdf to the people by the apparent amiability of his 
manners, and the kindliness of his disposition. Louis 
Philippe would not have been an Orleans had he failed 
quietiy to m^e the most of his fevourable position. 
We learn, during tJie exti-avagant and impolitic festivi- 
ties held in 1770, to celebrate the marriage of Qie 
Dauphin witii Marie Antoinette, whilst France heaved 
beneatii tiie miseries of a consuming femine, how a 
honible accident occurred at the Place de Ijouis XV., 
in which 1,200 hves were saciificed : how insensible to 
the sufferings of the poor were the Counts of Provence 
and Artois (better known afterwards as Louis XVHI^ 
and Charles S.), and how tenderly solidtons for tho 
welfare of the people were the Duke of Orleans and his 
son. Nothing, it is stated, could exceed the fervouj' 
with which father and son personally attended to the 
distresses and compliunfa of all comers. They opened 
the Palais Royal to the houseless and necessitous, and 
distributed bi'ead, wine, and medicine, with their own 
hands. No wonder when, in 1785, Louis Philippe, in 
his sixtieth yeai', fell a victim to an attadc of gout, thai 
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the people of tlie capital playfully oalled him " King of 
Palis," by way of distinguishing him from tlie actual 
King, who kept liimseK aloof from his subjects at Ver- 
sailles; no wonder tliat tlie ancient jealousies between 
tlie elder and the youngei' branches of the house of 
Bourbon were rather keener, and more bitter than they 
had been a century before. 

We approach the history of our own times, — the 
characters, events, and passions with whicb we are ia- 
miliar, either from our own observation, or fi'om the re- 
cords transmitted by our immediate predecessors. We 
are witliin hearing of the mighty din of civil wai', and 
within sight of the melancholy spectacle of Ern'Opean 
conflagration. The scene changes. The gaudy tinsel, 
the splendid immorality, the god-like sway of royalty, 
rotten to its core, passes away, and leaves behind an 
empty throne for ignoi'ance to outrage, for brutal ven- 
geance to besmear with blood. When the father of 
the late King of the French became Duke-of Orleans, 
in 1'786, debauchery and blasphemy, sel&hness and 
impious neglect in high places, had done their worst. 
An angel from Heaven interposing might have stayed 
the oncoming flood ; but nothing short of miraculous 
interposition could have saved France fitim the legiti- 
mate consequences of its own unparalleled infamy. A 
rapid stride had been made in poUtieal knowledge 
within the briefest possible space of time, but the alpha- 
bet of morals, and the social virtues, had yet to be ac- 
quired. One stands aghast in presence of the hideous 
picture. Blame not shivering poverty, taught by its 
ruleis to scofi' at Heaven, and to laugh down truth ! 
Vent not your indignation upon wild ignorance ra^ng 
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thfough the atJ'eeia, a knife ia one hand, and a flaming 
tfli'ch in the other! Pity, if you will, the illustrious 
victims of their own ti'emendous folly and unpardonar 
ble neglect of duty, hut attempt not to entangle the 
links of cause and effect, or to pronounce an act of 
suidde a deliberate, cold-blooded, and imauthoiised 
murdei', 

Louis Philippe Joseph of Orleans was bom at tie 
Pdace of St. Cloud, April 17, 1747. His father, as al- 
ready stated, was mourned at his death as " King of 
Paris." He himself, from his youth upwards, seems to 
have been morbidly ambitious of the same distinction. 
His gi'eat-grandfether, the Eegent, had united in his 
pei'son the characters of a libertine and a populai- 
leader. The model was not of the best, but it was 
adopted. Times, it is true, were altered. The orgies 
of the Palais Eoyal, presided over by the Duoheas de 
Bern, could not be repeated, and the liberty of the peo- 
ple had acquired a new definition. Still tie diange 
was but au alteration of costume. Louis Philippe, or 
"EgalitS," as he ailerwards styled himself, could not 
wear his ancestor's enormous wig and heavy aiTOOur as 
a modem Colonel of Hussars, Ihouigh the same martial 
spirit beat within his breast. The E^ent delighted in 
atheism and midnight revelries. Egalit§ toasted women 
in wine, patronised horse-racing, and the dependent 
sciences, and was a_^ modern rake. The gentleman in 
armour stood up for Parliament, and the piincipa! of 
popular representation; the Hussar was'a 'lSaeGcaJ,-a 
Chartist, ft six-point man, and something more. If 
plmn truth must be spoken, EgalitS overdid his part, 
and so failed, Like Benault, the conspirator, in Vemee 
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Preserved, lie conspired too much, and betrayed his in- 
anceiily by tie vehemence of his protestations. 

The hospitalities of tie Palais Royal (iMcing the 
days of Egaht6 were univei'salty celebrated. Learning 
was courted, and patriotiani was banqueted in the halls. 
Buffon was the intiniate &iead and associate of the 
Duke, Fi'anklin his constant visitor, and Voltaire, who 
arrived in Paiis in the spring of 1788, to be rejected at 
court, was not only received at the Palais Royal, but 
was permitted to stand in the presence of the mas- 
ter of die house. He firat visit of the cynic is woith 
noticing. The Duchess was in bed at the time, hut she 
hnrried down, half dressed, to welcome the illustrious 
guest Voltaire asked to see the children ; they ap- 
peared, and the philosopher, taking especial notice of 
the eldest hoy, the late Count de NeuUly, said that he 
reminded him forcibly of the Regent In his twenly- 
fifth year, Egalit^ then Due de Chartres, entered tita 
naval service of his country as Garde de la Marine, a 
rank equivalent to that of English midshipman. In 
1778 he was raised to the rank of Lieufenaut-Geneial 
of MaiTOea, and wm appointed Inspector-General of the 
Noithem parts of France. The war breaking out with 
England during that year, the Due de Chartres joined 
the French fleet under the Count d'Orvillera, and on the 
2'7th of July took part in the attack upon the English 
fleet, under Keppel and Palliser, which ended in the 
trial of Keppel and Palliser by comls-martial in their 
own country, and in fixing a stigma of cowardice upon 
tiie young Duke, which his subsequent career could not 
efface. Marie Antoinette, the wife of Louis XVI^ 
caused it to be industiiously circulated that, during the 
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whole engagement, the valiant Due de Chai'tres had 
quietly waited the issue of events in the hold of Ms 
vessel. The Duke traced the report to its source. Her 
Majesty had committed a fault. EgalitS esteemed it a 
crime, and through life treated the criminal accordingly. 
In 17Y9 the Due de Chartres finally quitted the 
navy, and was appointed hy the King Colonel-General 
of the Hussars and Ught troop, wifh the command of 
a r^ment. In l';84 he visited England, and heeame 
the intimate of George IV., then Prince of Wales, join- 
ing in al! the dissipation for which the youth of that 
Prince was remarkable, and takinghis place amongst 
that group of choice spirits who surrounded and took 
possession of the heir-apparent, with the view of show- 
ing him how manly recreation may be made to consist 
in the prosecution of the lowest pursuits of which the 
human mind is capable. In 1785 Egaht6, jb we liave 
noted, succeeded his fiither, and in llBQ he returned to 
England with the view of offei'ing the Piinee of Wales 
the loan of a sum of money sufficient to pay his heavy 
debts. Fortunately for the Prince and for his country, 
English gentlemen, aware of the negotiation, put a 
stop to it, and spared the King's son so deep a hu- 
miliation. To transplant the pleasm'cs of England to 
the soil of Fi'ance was a natural movement. Betting 
and hoi'se-racing in France acquired an sJaiming popu 
Larity. The Duke of Orleans placed no limits to h. 
gambling, and his example spread far and wide. It is 
related that he gave great offence to the court at this 
period by the dowmight repnbhcaa spirit of all his 
pleasures and tastes. Once lie Jaid a wager with the 
Count d'Artois ; he backed his horse against the Count's 



iLvGoOglf 



84 



for, ive forget how many tliousauds ; ■the trial came o^ 
a crowd of poor people assembled to witness it ; the 
Duke won, and, on tlie spot, diatiihuted his winnings to 
the mob. The trick was woithy of "The King of 
Paris." But this was not all. The offences of Egalitfi 
against the constituted order of things eacried conster- 
nation to the remotest recesses of the court, and are, in- 
deed, too numei'OUB to mention. He was tlie fiist of 
French gentlemen to discard the use of hair-powder ; he 
banished breeches, and introduced pantaloons ; in half- 
dreas he wore boots instead of shoes, with enormous sii- 
ver buckles ; he drove his own phaeton when it was 
decidedly low for a man of feshion to handle the 
ribands ; he was ready to ride his own horse against 
any jockey for any snm. ; and he formed one of the 
party which made the first successful talloon ascent in 
Paris on the nth day of June, 1784. There was no 
limit to his plebeiaji propensities. " Our cousin," the 
great people used to say, " comes very seldom to court 
since he has turned shopkeeper," The sneer had refer- 
ence to the galleries and ai'ches of shops built by the 
Duke under his own rooms in the Palais Eoyal, with 
the unprincely, but still very sensible design, of adding 
to a considerably damaged income. 

In the spring of I'lS? matters looked ominous 
enough in France. We have already dwelt upon the 
accumulated wrongs of generations remorselessly heaped 
up, as though there were no retiibution either on eailh 
or in heaven. At the time to which we refer, public 
attention was directed especially to one of many griev- 
ances — the fiist to excite the unappeasable anger of the 
oppresed, the last from which mediocrity is able to de- 
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vise escape ; — lie finances of the counf*y were in inex- 
tricable confusion. The system of taxation, intolerable 
in itself failed to supply the wants of the Exchequer. 
Two-thirdi9 of France belonged to the privileged daaaea, 
who, in virtue of thdr privilege?, were exempt altogethei' 
ii'om taxation ; the unprivileged suffered, of course, in 
proportion to the immnnity enjoyed by their fellows. 
There is no need to recapitulate the hardships borne by 
the peasantry of Fiance npon the eve of fte revolution 
— to repeat the deplorable recital found in every histo- 
rian of the period. Suffice it to say that the crisis of 
the lime was a monetary one. The deficit since 1776 
amounted to 66,000,000^ steriing, and was inci'easing 
at the rateof 6,000, 000?. per annum. On the 19th of 
November, 1787, the King, accompanied by his minis- 
tei's, went down to parliament and presented a project 
for 3 gradual loan. It was received with dissatisfaction, 
and his Majesty was implored to convoke the States- 
General for the purpose of obtaimng measures that 
would save the country fiom utter ruin. The vot^ were 
about to he taken, when ministers, perceiving that they 
would be left in a minority, declared that no vote could 
be received in the presence of tlie King. The law being 
thus interpreted, two edicts were I'eadi one establishing 
the gradual loan, the other convening the States-General 
in five years. The keeper of the Seals was about to 
complete the enrolment when the Duke of Orleaais, 
amidst the profound silence of the assembly, rose, and 
in the presence of the King protested against the act as 
illegal. His Royal Highness was joined by others in 
the remonstrance, and on the following day was ban- 
ished by royal onlinance to his estates at Villers Cot- 
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tereta, his brother-offenders being dispatched to tiie 
Hi&i'ea Islands, Tlie I>uke's misfortune was a tiimnph. 
Tte world flocked to him in his disgrace, the King 
received a petition for his recall which had notliing of 
hiimility about it but its title. On the 1 7th of April, 
1188, (iie exile was suifered to return, and the States- 
General were ordered to be conToked forthwith." 

The winter of 1788-9 was unusually severe. The 
Duke of Orleans kept open house for the feimishing poor. 
Driring one day through the Fauboui^ de St. Germwn, 
he was so affected by the miseiy he tliei'e beheld, that 
he stopped, hired spadous apartments on the spot, and 
converted the rooms into a public kitchen, from which, 
at his own expense, he distributed a d^ly supply of food 
to all who chose to apply for it. Was not this a " King 
of Paris" indeed ? About the same lime the Duke pub- 
lished " a circular of instructions to the constituencies in 
electing deputies," a document contMning the writei^'s 
confession of political faith, and pronouncing his own 
severance from the King and the court. " The effect of 
these instructions," saya a modem writer, " was unpar- 
alleled. Whenever the Duke appeai'ed in public, the very 
afr rang with shouts of applause. Never did tte pre- 
sence of Titus, — never did that of Henri Quatre, excit* 
higher or more rapturous tranaports." Did he visit the 
theatre the performances were suspended that actors and 
audience might join in one tumnltuous welcome of the 
hero. Was he met in the public walks, the enthusiasm 
of idolatry knew no hounds. Did he present himself to 
the people, suiTounded by his family, the people threw 
themselves at the feet of their benefeclor, and loaded 
him with blessings. A " King of Paris" truly ! 
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The elections to tb.e States-General took place 
throughout Fi'ance between the 10th and IGth of 
Maivih, 1789. The Duke of Orleans was returned by 
the noblesse for Paris and hy the bailliages of Villers 
Cotterets and Creapy-en-Valois. He made his selection 
for Crespy, and presented himself as a deputy of the 
Tiers Etat. hs he passed in the pi-ocession, which pre- 
ceded the opening of the States-General, he was vocifer- 
ously cheered by the populace, who suffered the Eoyal 
Family to pass on in silence. On the 3d of May, 1789, 
tJie States-General met at Versailles, under the auspices 
of the King himself. The three orders haying tatea their 
places, Louis XVL looked amongst tie princes of the 
blood for iJie Duke of Orleans. The ostentatious demo- 
crat had taken his place amongst the deputies of his 
baillage, "When summoned to his proper seat the duke 
declined to occupy it. "Sii-e," said the Prince, "my 
birth gives me alwayn the right to be near your Ma- 
jesty; my duty at this moment bids me take the rank 
assigned me by the haillage that has deputed me." 
The monansh made no answer ; the popular deputies 
were exultant. 

The next day the three orders assembled. An im- 
portant question M'ose, which placed the nohUity and 
clergy at issue with the Tiers Stat. A fierce struggle 
ensued ; a large section of the clei'gy soon made common 
cause with the commons, but the nobles were obdurate. 
The Duke of OrleaiK proposed that the nobles should 
^ve way, and when the latter refused, and addressed 
the King, complfdning of the exorbitant claims advanced 
by the commons, the Duke boldly took part with tlio 
repi'esentatives of the people, and protested against tlio 
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address forwarded by the nobles to the King. The pro- 
test had a remarkable result On the 25th of May, the 
Duke of Orleans, with some «ght-and-forty peers, seceded 
in a body and joined the commons ; the majority of the 
clergy had already preceded them, and the united fection 
aiTogated to itaelf the title of " the National Assembly." 
Of this National Assembly the Duke of Orleans waa 
elected first President by 533 out of 660 votes. His 
time was not yet come, and Egalite declined the proffered 
distinction. 

Events now thickened, and, after a short struggle 
between the weak Ejng and the National Assembly, the 
peasants rose throughout Fi'ance against their feudal 
lorda. France awote from a dream, but the daylight 
came too suddenly. It blinded men, and made them 
mad. Whilst the peasants, looking upon a rich man's 
hoiBe as a baslnle, attacked and pillaged it, leaving marks 
of blood at every hearth, the National Assembly, affnghfr 
ed, made concessions to the people in the spirit of frenzy. 
A few years before, the people were unworthy of any 
rights whatevei' ; now nobody but themselves had any 
rights to be respected. Such was the desperate move- 
ment of ten'Ov hurried to foUy by a consciousness of deep 
injustice. On the night of the 6th of August, the As- 
sembly passed sweeping resolutions in favour of the 
populace, which the King was fain to accept, together 
with the alt<^;ether unmerited title of " Restorer of French 
Liberty." In the moment of acceptuig them he secretly 
resolved never to abide by ihem. So revolutions advance. 

The Duke of Orleans, throughout the whole of these 
proceedings, had continued a passive spectator of the 
storm, although his friends had been busy enough,' sug- 
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gesting the necessity of dethroning Louis XVI., and of 
praclaiming the Diifee Lieutenant-General of the king- 
dom. In the midst of their intrigues, the King, by a 
maater-atroke of policy, appointed the Dnte of Orleans 
Arabassador-Estraoidinary to England. The National 
Assembly protested against his departui'e — the citizens 
of Boulogne would have preTented his embarkation. 
The Duke, however, set out. The step was a false one ; 
but Egalit^, with all his egregious vanity and love of 
popular applause, had neither strength of prafose to 
sustain, nor lofty principle to guide him. His desertion 
of the King and his flattery of the people had their 
origin in one and the same high sentiment — intense de- 
votion to hinaaelf 

On the 4th of Februaty, 1790, Louis XVL t»ok an 
oath, of fidelity to the new constitution prepared for 
France, and to this constitution the Duke of Orleans 
sent in his adhesion on the 1 3th of the same month- 
On the 14th of July, the annivereaiy of the storming of 
the Bastile, a national solemnity took place, at which 
the King . and the authorities assembled round " tlie 
altar of the country," and ratified the pledge ^yen in 
the preceding February. A universal amnesty was 
proclaimed, and peace and the promise of liberty for a 
moment glimmered upon the soil of France. How that 
promise faded almost as soon as it appeared the world 
too well knows. Upon the 10th of August, 1792. 
Louis XVL ceased to be king of France. Popular fuiy 
was that day at its height ; an accident led to a col- 
hsion hetween the guards and the mob, and, whilst 
blood flowed In the sti'eets, the Assembly, at the insti- 
gation of the Clubs, decreed the suspension of the eon- 
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Etitutioiial poweiB of tlie King, anci the speedy convoca- 
tion of a National Convention, elected by all daasea of 
citizens, and eharg;ed to decide finally upon tlie destinies 
of the countiy. 

The fate of Finance was in the balance — so was that 
of the Duke of Orleans. By a aingulai' concatenation 
of events, the popularity of the unfoctunat* Egalite had 
tumbled down ftom boiling point to EOro. His admi- 
rably arranged contrivances had left him without a 
paity, almost without a Iriend in the world. His ad- 
herence to file popular cause had robbed him of the 
sympathies of the court, and the agitation of the dubs 
at the time of the revolution deposited him miles in lie 
rear of public opinion. Democratic leaders of the peo- 
ple wan1«d no princely rivals. A man who had played 
false to hia own family could hardly be trusted by 
strajigets. And, if he might, what had royal blood to 
do with a convention elected by all classes of the peo- 
ple, and I'endered necessary by royal treachery and op- 
pre^ion ! The clubs of Paris were grateful to the 
Diike of Orleans for having helped democracy so ftj 
on its journey. Democracy could find ita further way 
alone, and begged respectfully to pait company. Nor 
was this the only blow. The Dute was a ruined man 
in hia fortunes. He had lived unhappily with his wife, 
and that much-injured lady, scandalized by his open 
adulteiy with Madame de Genlifi, to whom he trans- 
ferred the care and education of hia children, afler re- 
peated attempts to reconcile heKelf to the sliame of 
h«r position, finally quitted her husband's roof on the 
twenty-first anniveisaiy of her marriage, and retired to 
the Chateau d'Eu, the residence of her fether. The 
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femily of the Dueteas at once commenced a lawsuit 
for the I'ecoveiy of her dowiy. It was plain to the 
Dute that such a lawsuit eoulA have but one termina- 
tion. Baiitmptcy in every shape stared him in the 
face. Gamester as he was in feeling and in conduct, at 
the last horn' of liis life he staked every thing upon the 
hazard of a die. 

A decree against all emigrants was hurriedly 
adopted by the Executive Oonneil, who did the King's 
work imtil the Convention should ^semhle. The 
Dute of Orleans entreated that his daughter, who had 
gone to England with Madame de G«nlis for the bene- 
fit of her health, might not be included in the hst. He 
was desired to draw up a form^ requisition ; he did 
so, and presented it to the Procureur Syndic at the 
Hotel de Ville. A petition signed by a Bourbon could 
not be received. What was to be done ! The statues 
of Liberty and Equality adorned the apartment of the 
Hotel de Ville in which the Duke found himself. The 
Procureur Syndic seriously proposed one of the statues 
as a sponsor for the Duke in the baptism which had 
now become inevitable. His royaJ highness submitted. 
He signed his petition as " Philip Egalit^," and by that 
name was thenceforth known. 

Philip Egalit^ became a candidate for the National 
Convention in the city of Paiia, and w^ returned, but 
he was one of a sodety who had no sympathies in 
common with him. Tlie clubs of Paris, and not tlio 
people of France, were represented in that dreadful 
Assembly. On the 5th of Decemher, the first year of 
the republic, the Munidpahty of Paris commanded tliat 
Madame de Genlis and the Princess (who had pre- 
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vioualy retunied fi'om England) should quit Paris in 
twenty-four hours, and Fiwice within forty-eight. They 
were conducted beyond the frontier by the eldest son 
of Egalit^, ihe Due de Chartres, the Louis Philippe of 
our own day, who left his si'^fer at Toumai, and re- 
'umed to Paris, in the hipe of being able to persuade 
his luckless father to quit % scene cf too evident dan- 
ger. Egalif^, bent upon his destruction, obstinately 
r^sed to moTe ; like a lunatic he smiled upon the ad- 
vancing waters that were about to embrace and drown 

Two questions wei-e put to the National Convention 
on the 16th of January, ll93. The first was, "Is 
Louis XVI. guilty of. conspiracy agmnst the liberty of 
the nation, and of treason against the safety of the 
state !" Of course he was, or the question would never 
have been put The second was answered differently. 
—"Shall the judgment of the National Convention 
against Louis XVL be submitted to the ratification of 
the people!" 286 voices said "Yes;" 424 answered 
" No ;" five votes were given conditionally. A third 
question was put on the following day. It waa a 
solemn one, and was addressed individually by the 
President to every deputy, — '■ What punishment shall 
be inflicted on Louis !" Philip Egalite waa a deputy, 
and in due order the momentous question came to 
him. Let the subsequent punishment of the man 
plead for him whilst we register his reply : — " Solely 
occupied by my duties, and convinced that those who 
have conspired, or may conspire, against the sover- 
eignty of the people, merit death, / vote for death P' 
A tiirill of hoiTor pervaded that dread assembly, filled 
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with men in wliora the sense of humanity was all but 
extinct. When will posterity cease to shudder at an 
act for which the vocabulaiyof crime supplies no fitting 

The avenger was at tie heels of (he murderei'. His 
crime left him desolate in the world. His wife and 
children BtCNjd aloof from his guilt. His boys upon 
their knees, and sobbing as children sob, had entreated 
him to take no part in the unauthorized murder, and 
they quitted his side when protestations and enti'eatiffi 
proved in vain. As for the Jacobin crew, to please 
whom be bad stamped the name of Orleans with eteiiial 
blackness, they learned nothing from bis republicanism 
but a still stronger bati'ed for the Bourbon blood, that, 
in spite of his new baptism, still flowed in Phihp Ega- 
it^'a veins. There needs no offence to be committed 
by the man whose death is already decided by those 
who have power to put their ^vill into execution. The 
National Convention suddenly discovered that "it had 
always been intended to comprehend Louis Philippe 
Joseph Egalite in the decree which ordained the arrest 
of the Bourbons," and Philip Egalite was accordingly 
arrested. The wretched prisoner, with his young son 
the Count de Beaujolais, was sent fo Marseilles, where 
the father wes doomed U> find in captivity, another son, 
the Due de Montpensier, whom he believed to be then 
serving in the array of Italy as Adjutant-General, One 
morning, during the captirity of the femily at Marseilles, 
the Due de Montpensier was awoke by bis father, who 
entered his dungeon accompanied by strangers. "1 
come, my child," said the Duke of Orleans," to bid you 
adieu, I am just setting ofl;" The youth, unabie to 
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speak, pressed Ms fether to his bosom and wept " I 
meant," coatinwed the afflicted parent. " to liave gone 
witlioTit saying farewell, for aucL. momenis are always 
painful. But I could not resist tJie desire of seeing you 
once more before my depai'ture. Adieu, my child, con- 
sole yourselt console your brother, and think how happy 
we shall be when, nest we meet." So father and cliild 
separated, but never to meet again. 

The tiial of Philip Egalite took place in Paris on tbe 
6th of November following. In truth, there was no 
accusation against him, and no evidence was adduced. 
He was interrogated, and his rephes were aJI that his 
judges had before them to guide them to their vei'dict. 
Philip EgalitS was pronounced guilty, and guilty Heaven 
and his own conscience knew him to be, but not agMnst 
the republic, which he had only too eagerly served ; not 
against tiie people, whose willing slave he had been, 
even to his destruction and lasting infamy. The Duke 
knew from experience what the verdict meant. He said 
nothing, he asked nothing, hut to be led to death, that 



Phihp Egalite quitted the world with a finer spirit 
than he had engaged in its anxious and unthankful 
pursuits. When brought back to his prison a delegate 
waited upon him for his confession. The Duke answered, 
he had none to make ; he bore no animosity against his 
tribunal ; he wished to die forgiving all men. A fellow- 
prisoner, the Abbfi Lothringer, administered to him the 
last rit^ of the Church, and at half-past three o'clock 
he took his place, with a resigned and calm demeanour, 
in fJie cart which was to conduct him to the scaffold. 
" I am bound to say," writes a royalist, himself a piiaoner 
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at tiie time, and an obseiver of his movementa at this 
moment, " that, ii'om his praud and steady march, and 
hia truly noble air, he might have been taken for a 
general commanding his ti'oops lather than a Tictim led 
to execution." On his road to tiie place of punbhment 
he passed the Palais Royal. The words "National 
Property" were inscribed upon his home. The Tictim 
gave way and wept His confessor whispered consola- 
tion, but obtMied no answer. Deati could not inflict 
so sharp a pang as had been already felt. Reaching 
the scaffold, however, the Prince forgot the scene he 
liad passed, and resumed his first serenity. He em- 
braced hb confessor and delivered himself to tlie eseen- 
fioner, bidding him make haste. The stroke was ^ven, 
and the body was buried without cei'emony in the ceme- 
tery of the Madeleine. 

So perished the father of Louis Philippe, but yester- 
day King of the French ! — sacrificed by Jacobins, him- 
self a Jacobin, the victim of a repubfic which he had 
largely helped to constitute and fashion. Had the kings 
of his race been faithful to their mission, France would 
have known no republic, and the exigencies of the state 
would not have demanded the shedding of Bourbon 
blood, though purified by flowing through the veins of 
an Oi'Ieana. Louis XVL and Philip EgalitS were 
murdered men, but very far fmm guiltless. How fer 
they were guilty, it became the paramount duty of their 
immediate descendants to leMU, in order that their mis- 
takes might be rectified, and their cruel fete avoided. 
The lesson has been preached in vain. Where is now 
the le^timate successor of the sixteenth Louis ; where 
the representative of the house of Orleans? 
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CHAPTER THE IA8T. 

Who says that suffering is tlie monitor of kings ! 
When has it ever piijyed so ? What instruction gained 
Charles II. from the murder committed at Whitehall i 
Of what use to James II. were his father's invited mia- 
fortunes and his own compelled baniahment? Louis 
XVI, might have never hved, the history of France 
never been written, for any advantage derived from 
either by the feeble and effete Charles X, No man 
Hving or dead ever passed throiigh such an apprentice- 
ship for tlie business of his later life as that forced upon 
Louis Philippe, King of the French, and yet how has 
the painful lesson been thro\vn away I S ever had prince 
greater opportunity for the acquirement of the know- 
ledge for the want of which kings fail and command 
the sympathy of meaner men. The page of history was 
open before him ; the records of his own house were a 
history in themselves. He had himself been cast upon 
the world nameless, houseless, the companion of the im- 
fortucate, the associate of the poor. With his own eyes 
he had witnessed the wrongs of society, with his own 
ears he had heard its loud and just complaints. Un- 
known and unrecognised, he had moved against his fel- 
lows, and communed with them upon the same low level. 
Flattery came not to him to beguile, or hypocrisy to 
mislead his better judgment. He passed into exile with 
all the experience furnished him by the fate of his family ; 
he issued irom it with all the iurthei' experience derived 
from his own personal intimacy with mankind. In vain ! 
Suffering teaches heroisrn, or it confirms obstinacy. 
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Poverty closes tte heart entirely, or opens it to Para- 
dise. It is now our task to describe the checkei'ed for- 
tunes of Louia Philippe, Coimt de Nenilly. 

Louis Philippe of Orleans, Due de Valois at his birth. 
Due de Ohartres on the death of his gi-andfether, Bute 
of Orleans on the death of his father, King of the French 
in 1830,wasborBat the Palais Eoyal, October 6, 1173, 
He was one of five children. His brother were the Due 
do Montpensier, bom in 1775, and the Count de Beau- 
jolais, bom in 1779; his sisters were Marie Caroline, 
who died & child, and Eugenie Adelaide, her twin sister, 
who died at Paris in the winter of 1847. Of this family, 
Louis Philippe, ihe flrst-born, was, a twelvemonth since, 
the sole survivor. The tutor of all the children was the 
father's misti'eas, Madame de Genlis, who appears to 
have made up for her own misconduct by a scrupulous 
regard to tbe manners and morals of her pupUs. Ma- 
il ame de Gcnlis, with a strong and well-cultivated mind, 
was hardly the most fitting person in the world to con- 
duct the education of royal princes. Just before the lady 
took her youthful charges in hand, Egalitfi informed 
her that his eldest boy had given him much pain by ac- 
qiiainiing him that he had been " dmrnmhig at his door 
all the moi'ning,". and by using similar language, indi- 
cating the shopkeeper rather than the prince. Madame 
de Genlis set about crushing the shopkeeper with a vig- 
our that threatened at the same time to stifle nature it- 
self in the character of her pupila. Instead of educating 
the lads for tiie great theatre of life, she seenia to have 
been bent upon prepaiing them for the ThSatre Fram^ais, 
To be born a prince was nothing, unless the prince was 
sensible of his position, and could act his part. When 
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Madame de Genlis gave hw fiist leasou to Ihe youtliful 
Louis Philippe, thai young gentleman, much to the 
lady's astonishment, yawned and stretdied himself, then 
threw himself upon a sofa, and pei'ched his legs upon 
the table. Madame talked senthnentally upon the du- 
ties of a prince, and the toy, wto, according to the lady, 
"was as fond of what was reasonable as other children 
are of what is frivolous," from tliat moment was cured 
" of a great many low phi'ases and of a number of ab- 
surd iancies." 

A specimen of Kadame de Genlis' peculiar system 
of insti'uctioE is worth recording. The mother of her 
pupils had been staying at Spa for the benefit of her 
healtJ), and had derived great benefit from the watera of 
the Sauveniere, Under the guidance of the instnictreas 
a f&te was got up in honor of die event. Near the spring 
the children constructed a beautiful walk, and otlierwise 
ornamented a very rugged spot. At the end of tlie walk 
was a precipice, and beyond that lay a view of gi'eat ex- 
tent and beauty. In tlie wood, iipon a plot of turf, an 
altar to Gi'atitude, made of white marble, was raised ; 
on the top of such altar the words " To Gratitude," in 
very large letters, wei* written, and below another in- 
sciiption signified how the children of the Dudiess de 
Chartres had traced the walks and cleared the woods 
"with more assiduity tlian tlie workmen who laboured 
under their orders." Upon theday of the/eie, Madame 
de Genlis invited all tlie prettiest persons at Spa to come 
to the fountain at one o'clock in the afternoon, dressed 
in white ; she hired a band of music, and caused the 
royal children (o carry hoes, to signify that they had 
just finished the walk, whicii they devoted to their 
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mother ; a sentiment ■which, we are fold, " young Louis 
Philippe expressed with great grace and effect." Tlien 
the children disappeared, and the mothei', hy a circuitous 
route, was couducfed to tlie altai'. There she saw stand- 
ing four of her children, " forming a diarming group," 
whilst the eldest boy, Louis Philippe again, was sealed at 
the foot of the monument, holding a chisel in his hand, 
with which he seemed to write on the altar the word 
" Gratitude." " Every one," uMvely adds Madame de Gen- 
liis, "burst into tears, which proved that tlie most lively 
emotions are often produced by the most simple means," 
Louis Philippe passed trom the hand of his senfi- 
mental, but by no means incompetent or unskilful tutor, 
to step at once into the thorny path of active life. At 
an early age he entei'ed the army, and on the 20tli of 
November, 1785, inherited the colonelcy of the regiment 
of cavalry which bore his name. In 1791 we find tlie 
Due de Cbartres at Valenciennes, as senior colonel, tat- 
ing command of the garrison. His attention to military 
duty had acquired for him the respect of his superiors, 
and was held up as a pattern to tlie service. War at this 
moment had become iuevitable. The emigrant nobles, 
who had left Louis XVI. to make his own terms with 
his people, had formed an army at Coblentz, and were 
openly supported by Austria and Prussia, The French 
Assembly, alarmed by the prospect of invasion, without 
waiting for attack, resolved to act upon the offensive, 
and, much against his will, compelled the King, on the 
20th of April, 1792, publicly to declare hostilities against 
-Austria and her allies. The campaign was intrusted to 
Dumouriez, and under this general the Due de Chartres 
served. Dumouriez and the young Due de Chartres 
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were bound together by ties stronger than those that 
ordinarily attach the soldier to his superior officer. The 
genei'al had no particular r^ard for the many-headed 
master whose oidera he obeyed. The Dute, despising 
the weakness of tlie King, had no desire whatever to see 
the monarchy trampled under foot. To preserve the 
throne in its integrity, and at the same lime to give as- 
surance to the people of liberal institutions by taking 
bodHy possession of that throne himself, was an idea 
worthy of the descendant of the Eegent, and as full of 
promise as of rare t«mptation. Dumouriez and tJie Due 
de Chartres fought the battles of their country bravely, 
but the zeal of both found no spur in the love they bore 
to their immediate employers. 

The trial and murder of the King sei-ved still fur- 
ther to estrange Dumouriez and his friend from the As- 
sembly, but also put an end immediately to the inten- 
tions of the former in favour of the Dute. For the 
son to aspire to tlie vacant throne would have been 
to seal the fate of the father, who had not yet fellen. 
Even to whisper the desire would have been sufficient 
to secure the blow which a smaller offence afterwai'ds 
called down. Dumouriez, in his disgust, contented him- 
self with ostentatiously disregarding the instructions of 
the Executive Council, and with treating commissioners 
sent to remonstrate on his disobedience with the most 
ineffable disdmn. Great«r prudence would have been 
more serviceable to his royal proteg6, who was finally 
compromised by the general's indiscretion. A defeat, 
chiefly occasioned by the suicidal rage of the authori- 
ties in Paris, who refused to send reinforcements to Du- 
mouriez, bixiught matters to a crisis. The French com- 
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inrniDg with veiitiOD ind di*!appoiiitment, 
o the Austrian colonel io unitf with the im- 
perialists, and. to macch with them upon Pana forthwith. 
Ne\vs of his intended Jtsertion leached Paiis, and four 
commissioneva accompanied by the minister-at-war, wei'e 
dii'ected to proceed to the camp to arrest the traitor. 
The commissionei's reached the army on the End of 
April, 1793, and on the same evening they were quietly 
arrested themselves by oivler of Dumouriez. The vei'y 
next morning the army revolted against their general, 
and Dumouriez aid the young Duke with difficulty es- 
caped with their lives. The Dute pushed on to the 
head-quarters of the Anstiian army at Mons, ^nd, after 
declining an offer to serve in the ranks of his country's 
foes, made the best of his way to Switzerland, disguised 
as an English traveller. 

It was not too soon to attempt concealment and dis- 
guise. The name of Orleans stood llironghout civilised 
Europe for bloody and unnatural murder. Men shrunk 
from contact with it, and the very atmosphere was 
deemed polluted 1hat received the breath of E^alit^'s 
unoffending ofispring. No wonder that the cliildren 
themselves were eager lo remove imm thar forehead 
the sign which made them hateful in iihe sight of man. 
The journey to Switzerland was not easy, and the most 
minute precautions were necessary ta avoid detection 
and insult. Never venturing to appear publicly in the 
streets or to dine at the (oMe d' hole, Louis Philippe con- 
trived eventually to join his sister and Madame de Gen- 
lis at Schaffhausen, and to conduct tliem in safety to 
Zurich. At Zurich, the Princess, being recognised in 
the public square, was openly insulted by an emigrant, 
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who Tiidely tore away a pai-t of the poor girl's dreaa with 
his spur. Almost immediately afterwards, the authori- 
ties waited upou tlie exUes, and told them they must 
find a resting-place elsewhere. Brother, sister, and gov- 
erness depai-ted, and secretly relared to Zug, wliere they 
took a small house in a secluded situation on the banks 
of the lake, not far from the town. It was not secluded 
enough. One night some villains, mistaking the bon- 
net of the Piincess for the Princess herself, threw some 
heavy atones at the window, which would no douht 
have done their work had not Mademoiselle Adelaide 
fortunately quitted her usual seat for a moment to confer 
with Madame de Genlis. The notice to quit was emphatic 
enough. Upon the following morning the ladies sought 
refuge, under assumed names, in a convent near Bi-em- 
gai-ten, and Louis Philippe, the hetter to insure their 
safety, became himself a solitary wanderer. 

Leaving his sister at the convent, the Due de Ohar- 
tres went to BSde; his means wei* reduced ; he was 
oblige to sell his horses, and to dismiss all his domes- 
tics except one, who had formerly saved his life. Mas- 
ter and servant reached the celebrated hospice of St. 
(Jothard, tired and footsore ; the Prince rang the bell, 
and craved refreshment " There is no admittance here 
for travellers on foot," was the reply ; " certainly not 
for men of your appearance. Yonder is the house for 
you," and the monk pointed with his finger to a shed 
in which some muleteere were eating cheese, and 
slammed the door in the Prince's face. At Gordona, on 
another occasion, during a bitter night, Louis Philippe 
presented himself at a farm-house without luggage, and 
in somewhat damaged attire. He asked hospitality. 
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and, alter much demurring, he was aliowed to have a 
bed of sti'aw in a ham. Tlie future King slept soundly 
till tlie hreak of day, when he awoke to find a young 
man aimed with a gun pacing the floor as sentinel. 
TJie appearance of tlie traveller had excited suspicion in 
the house, and ordeis liad been given to shoot him if he 
attempted mischief. 

It was whilst pursuing this somewhat ignoble course 
of life, that a plan was suggested to the young Duke 
which proffliaed iminediafe if not lasting relief from his 
great embarrassment. A gentleman named Chabot- 
Latom' had been invited from Paris to take a professor- 
ship in the CoIl^;e of Reiehenau. M. Chabot-Latours 
foiled to keep his engagement, and, by the contrivance 
of the Piince's friends, it was ai'ranged that the Due de 
Chartres should appeal' in the name and place of the 
absent candidate. The Prince accordingly presented 
himself foi' examination, and waa unanimously elected, 
after receiving gi«at commendation for the ability and 
knowledge lie had evinced throughout tlie ordeal. He 
was then twenty-two years of ag-e ; his salary was 
about £58 a-year, a larger salary than was usual in 
Swifaerland, and for that sum he taught history, geog- 
raphy, mathematics, and the English language. Forthe 
space of one year the Due de Ohartrea held the piflfes- 
sorship, and none but the director of the institution was 
aware of the teacher's rank. Louis Phihppe was quietly 
instrucling the youth of Eeiebenau, when be received 
news of his father's melancholy death, and of his own 
accession to an an empty blood-stmned title. He threw 
up his appointment at once, and in June, 1 T94, retired to 
Bremgai'ten, He carried along with him an bonoufa- 
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ble testimoBial of the services he had rendered at the 
academy, and was justly proud of tKe document when 
he afterwards sat upon the throne of France, reputed tlie 
wisest monarch of his time. 

Melancholy and weary of his fate, the exile pined 
to quit Europe, and in a new world " to forget the 
greatness and tlie sufE'ei'inga which had been the com- 
panions of his youth." But he was literally without a 
larthing. A friend wrote on his behalf to Mr. MoiTis, 
who had been ambassador fo France from tlie United 
States, had been acquainted with Egalit^ and was then 
at Hambuigh, about to return to his native countiy. 
Mr. Morris answered the application with, prompts 
itude and Irindness. He offered the Prince a free 
passage io America, his services when the exile should 
arrive there, and, at the same time, he transmitted an 
order for £100 to defray the expenses of the journey to 
Hamburgh. The Prince accepted Mr. Moma's friend- 
ship in the spirit in which it was oifered. "I am 
quite disposed," he wrote to his benefactor, " to labour 
in order to make myself independent I scarcely 
entered upon life when the greatest misfortunes assailed 
me ; but, thank God, they have not discouraged me. 
I feel it a gi'eat happiness in my reverses that my 
youth has not ^ven me time to attach myself too much 
to my position, or fo contract habits of life difBcutt to 
be b Le and ihaf I had been deprived of my fortune 
befo e I was able to abuse or even fo use it," It 
was well ind oyilly said. But how much clearer 
the ntellect il o of the youtli tiian the maturer 
eyesigl t f t! e ma On the 10th of Mareh, ll95, 
Lou Ph 1 1 1 e qiutted Bremgarten, and, travelling 
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still incognito, reacted. Hamliurgli at the end of the 
raonth. 

"We have asserted that the opportunities of Louis 
Philippe for the acquisition of worldly wisdom, from 
his lojhood npivaids, were immense. Let the reader 
judge as he pureues the singular atory. At Hamburgh 
tie Prince missed his fiiend, who was then employed 
upon a diplomatic mission ia Germany, Some months 
miist elapse before Mr. Moiiis coiild retvim t» Ham- 
burg, and the young adventurer resolved to employ 
the interval in exploring Northern Europe. The un- 
dertaking half a century ago was associated with difS- 
eulties unknown to the traveller of to-day. He visited 
the duchies of Holstein and Schleswig, the island of 
Zealand, Copenhagen, and Elsinore, and in every plac« 
exhibited an honest zeal for information that put sus- 
picion asleep. From Denmark he crossed to Sweden, 
and thence passed into Noi'way, making excursions 
that were remembered long afterwards, to the iron and 
copper mmes of that country. The northward journey 
did not end even here. The traveller was not content 
until he had seen the wonders of the MaelstrOm, and 
had advanced some d^;rees beyond the Arctic Circle. 
Returning southwai'ds, the Prince traversed on foot the 
desert which separates the Northern Ocean from the 
river Tomea. Fifteen daj-s wei'e occupied in the jour- 
ney, during which time no other nourishment could be 
procui'ed than the milk and flesh of the reindeer'. 
Picking up knowledge, and enlarging the range of his 
aequii'ements at every step, the youth' returned once 
more to Fredeiiestadt, in Holstein, at which town he 
received the gratifying intelligence that the executive 
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directoiy of France were prepared to grant liberty to 
his brothers, who had been kept close prisoners since 
their fathei''s death, upon condition that the Duke of 
Orleans with them would consent to banishment 
from Europe. The consent was given as soon as 
asked, and on the 24th of October, 1796, Louis 
Philippe landed in Philadelphia; it was not until 
the 7th of Febiuary following that, after a crael and 
protracted absence, the three brothers met in the same 
city, and found in their restoration to one another 
some consolation for the sufferings long endured by all. 
A short visit to the gi'cat Washington, then Presi- 
dent of the United States, a necessary delay for the 
arrival of money, and the youths were on their travels 
again. Arriving at Boston, they learned, to their dis- 
may, that their mother too had been expelled from hei' 
native land. Concluding that she would he sent to 
Cayenne, they determined to reach that colony before 
her, and proceeded as far as Connecticut on their way. 
Here they were infoiTned that Spain was her destina- 
tion. This rendered necessaiy an alteration of their 
plans ; they would go to Havana, and thence sail di- 
rect to Em^ope. Their road was fo New Orleans by the 
Ohio and the Mississippi, but the winter had set in 
severely, and the danger and difficulty of tke expedition 
were fearful. So, indeed, they found them. On the 
Ohio the frost was so bitter that the cider and milk 
were congealed in the cabin of the boat, although it was 
heated by a lai'ge fire, and by the presence of seven or 
eight passengers. Four of the boatmen, disabled by 
cold and fatigue, gave way, and the Piinces took their 
place. Near the point where the Ohio fells into the 
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Mississippi, at tlie iveatern exti'emity of Virginia, mat- 
ters were even woiae, for the travellere having no boat- 
men with them who knew the river, and could steer the 
vessel, were obliged, in spite of Uie cold, to keep watch 
themselves by day and night. For three hundred 
leagues at oue pait of theii' coui'se they met with but 
three habitations. After many hardships, from which 
two of the three adventnrere never thoroughly recoverecl, 
New Orleans was reached at last, whence they embarked 
for Cuba on board an American vessel imder the Span- 
ish flag. The devoted young men reached Cuba, to be 
immediately expelled from it by tlie Captain-General of 
the island. Oi'dei's had been received lo deny them 
hospitality. In their despair tlie princes resolved to 
seek shelter in a British colony. They proceeded to the 
Bahamas, thence to Hahiax ; Mid by the kindness of 
Ihe Duke of Kent, father of our Queen, and then gov- 
ernor of Nova Scotia, were enabled finally to set s^I for 
England. They reached London on the J6th of Feb- 
ruaiy, 1800, Their destination, however, was Spain, 
not England. Obtaining a passage in an English iHg- 
ate as far as Minoi'ca, they sailed from that island in a 
Spanish ship to Barcelona, ''They were now indeed 
within hail of that dear mother whc m they had ti-avelled 
so far to comfort with their presence , thev were, never- 
theless, not permitted t« land -it Barcelona, •md the 
poor lady was not even told that they had reiched the 
harbour on their affectionate pilgnmage The Princes 
returaed to England, and took up then abode on the 
bants of the Thames, near Tiuckenhun Not to re- 
main. The cup of sonwv was full, but did not over- 
flow. The Due de Montpensiti died of ion umption, in 
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the aims of his brothers, in 1807, and was Luriecl in 
"Westminster Abbey The funeral was scarcely over 
before the Count de Beanjolais was attacked with the 
same disease, and oidered to a warmer dimste. Louis 
Philippe accompanied the invalid to Malta, and reached 
the island in time to find a final resting-place for the 
young siifferer. The Count de BeaujolMs died at Var 
letta in 1808. Fortunately for Louis Philippe, he was 
not left alone in the world. He had still a sister. 

After fifteen yeare' absence brother and sister met 
&gsiji at Portsmouth. Tlio Princess Adelaide had 
traeed the wanderings of the fugitive, afler hei' youngest 
brother's death, from Malta to Gibraltar, and from Gib- 
raltar to England. She set out to find him. Their 
meeting is described as most affecting. They vowed to 
each other never agwn to separate, and the vow was 
sacredly kept In company they proceeded once more 
in search of their mother. With difficulty they managed 
to convey a letter to her, fixing a rendezvous at Minorca, 
and on the 7th of September, 1809, they landed at that 
island to embrace at last the objeist of their long and 
anxious search. After a short sojourn in the island, the 
three set sail for Palermo; where, on the 25th of the fol- 
lowing November, Louis Phihppe married the danghter 
of FeKlinand, King of Naples. In Sicily tranquilUty first 
dawned iipon the agitated career of tie Dnfee of Orleans. 
It was a season of mild repose— a blush of light between 
the storms. His mother, his sister, and his wife were 
at his side ; children were bom unto him ; public affairs 
ceased to harass or depress him ; he sought, and found, 
happiness at the family hearth, where Heaven provides 
it for the meanest. In the midst of the profound calm 
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tiers fell a thunderbolt. Napoleon was beaten ; Louis 
XVni. was restored to the throne of France. Louis 
Philippe heard the news, and started for Paris that very 
moment. 

Maryelloua vicissitudes of life ! The man who had 
been reftised his bed of straw at the farmhouse reached 
the French metropolis, and, scarcely taking time for re- 
fimhment, hurried to the Palais Koyal to set foot again 
in his magnificent home. His heart beating high, his 
soul pierced with a hundred conflicting sensations that 
esprassed themselves in visible tears, the restored heir 
paced the well-known galleries and visited the well-re- 
membered gardens. The doors of the grand staircase 
chanced to be opened. The visitor involuntarily entered, 
but was stopped by a porter still wearing the imperial 
livery, who said that strangers were not allowed in the 
private apartments. Louis Philippe, overcome with 
emotion, fell upon his knees, and in his bewilderment 
kissed the lowest step of the staircase. He was re- 
ci^nised, and admitted. 

Louis XVin. and Charles X. may be said to have 
represented the dry sticks of Bourbonism ; the sap of 
the race was gone, the rich blood of Louis Quatorze 
had ceased to circulate. Whatever was chivahic in 
the femily, whatever heroic, whatever superb, whatso- 
ever could engage the admiration and secure the pride 
of a people otherwise aggrieved, had departed for ever ; 
whatever was bigoted, oppre^ve, ignorant, ridiculous, 
and suicidal, obstinately remained. Louis XVHI. was 
scarcely on the tiirone, Louis Philippe hardly housed 
in the Palais Royal, before inti'igues were on foot again 
to overthrow the old dynasty, and to place the Duke 
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of Orleaoa at the head of the Constitutional Monarch- 
ists. Intriguers on every side were as busy as possible, 
when the astounding announcement was made that the 
chained lion at Elba had burst his bonds, and was ad- 
vancing, with strides such as that lion alone could take, 
rapidly on Paris. It was enough, Inti-igues were 
postponed for the present, Louis SVIII, as quick as 
lightning was beyond the frontier.. Louis Philippe, 
accompanied by his &nuly, was again at Twickenham. 
Waterloo put matters straight for the Bourbons, 
had the men been wise enough to keep them so. The 
fiist proposition made hy the House of Peei« on behalf 
of the restored crown, was that all who had taken any 
part whatever in the successive revolutions of Finance 
should be visited with extreme punishment. Louis 
Philippe was in his place in parHament when (he im- 
politic measure was proposed. He protested against 
it loudly and indignantly, and at his instigation the 
obnoxious motion was rejected witiiout a division. 
The reader possibly remembers the relative positions 
of Louis XVL and Egalit^, a generation before. 
Events repeat themselves. Louis XVin., considerably 
disgusted, forbade princes of the blood lo appear in the 
Chamber of Peers unless summoned by special author- 
ity. The Duke of Orleans retired into comparative 
seclusion, and revenged himself upon tiie court by 
entering his eldest son as a student in one of the pub- 
he colleges as a simple citizen. His father had driven 
his own phaeton, and introduced pantaloons. "I per- 
ceive," says Louis XVIH. in his own memoirs, and 
with touching imbecility, "that although Louis 
Philippe does not stir, he advances. How must I man 
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age to pi'event a maai from waiting who appears as 
if Be did not make a step ? It is a problem which, 
remains for me to solve, and I should be glad not to 
leave it for solution to my successors." Poor old gen- 
tleman ! The sum was too difficult both for himself 
and the brother who succeeded him. 

Charles X, was admirably adapted for the task he 
proposed to himself upon ascending the throne. No 
one in a shorter time, by any possible manceumng, 
cou]d so effectually have ruined his own fortunes and 
those of all who belonged to him. Power was scarcely 
in his grasp before Jesuits were installed in office, reli- 
gious proce^ions revived, and threats held out to all 
who should dare to question tlie royal will, or oppose 
the King's government. After more Uian a quarter of 
a century of bloodshed, revolution, anarchy, civil and 
foreign warfare, this was the result of the great lesson I 
Humanity sighs as it contemplates the incapacity of 
dunces in a school where the dullest may find the best 
instruction, if he wUl. The people naturally enough re- 
vised to be coerced into love of his Majesty's govern- 
ment, and his Majesty, with characteristic obstinacy, 
declared his resolutioa " to be unalterable." France had. 
positively lo do its work all over again from the very 
Revolution had brought the state machine 
y by the point at which revolution had found it 
in 1793. 

France had another stiuggle for her rights. Fight- 
ing again took place in the pubhc streets of Paris, whilst 
Charles X. was playing a rubber of whist at St. Cloud, 
and Louis Philippe was nervously watching the issue 
of a more intricate game at the palace of Neuilly. In 
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the midst of the roar of civil commotion a proclaiaation 
was put forth in Paris full of praise of tie Duke of Or- 
leans, who it was said would, not declare himself but 
waited for the expression of the people's wislies. Nego- 
tiators sooa airived at Neuilly. The Duchess of Or- 
leans exhibited the greatest indignation when they pro- 
posed that her huahand ahould violate his allegiance to 
his King. Madame Adelaide, the Duke's sister, took 
another view of the matt«r. She spoke feehngly 
when she saiA, " Let them make my hrother a presi- 
dent, a national guard, or anything they please, pro- 
vided they do not make him an exile or an outlaw." 
The Duke entered Paris on the 30th of July, 1830, late 
at night, in a state of painful uncertainty. The Mends 
of a republic had threatened to shoot all who should 
dare fo speak of a monarchy. M. Odillon BaiTot, since 
Prime Minister of Louis Napoleon, to silence all such 
Republicans, had hit upon a happy sentence, the force 
of which he has since perhaps found reason to question. 
" The Duke of Orleans," he said, " is the best of repub- 
lics." So the Deputies thought, for they created him 
Lieutenant-General of the kingdom, and the Duke, in 
accepting the appointment, assured the people that 
henceforth, at least, " the Charter should he a verity." 
From the Lieutenant-Generalship to the throne was 
hardly a step. On Monday, the 9th of August, the 
great grandson of the Regent grasped the sceptre which 
for two centuries the famUy of Orleans had vainly tried 
to clutch. 

In the presence of God, Louis Philippe, King of the 
French, swore to govern only by the laws, and accord- 
ing to the laws, " to came good and exact justice to fe 
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iidmmistered to every one according to his right, and to 
act in everything laith the sole view to the interest, the 
welfare, and (he glory of the French peopled It was a 
great oath, but such as might have been expected from 
a ting cradled in misfortune, and consdouB of the cry- 
ing necessities of the people who had freely elected him 
to be their chief. His Majesty himself was aware or 
the magnitude of the obligation, but he confi'onted it 
like a man, and had unlimited fiust in himself. " I 
have ratified a great act," he said ; " I am profoundly 
sensible of all the duties it imposes on me. I feel con- 
scious tliat I shall fulfil them." Who shall say that he 
overrated the intensity of his feeling at that piwud mo- 
ment of hia triumph ! Prosperity deadens entliusiasm, 
and too oftan blinds the conscience. Louis Philippe, 
no doubt, took his oatli in sinceiilj, and fell a sacrifice 
afterwards to. his gi'eat good fortune. 

The reader who shall have gathered from the neces- 
sarily hurried narrative which has been placed before 
him the conviction that from the days of Louis XIV, 
down to the time of Louis Philippe I., one perpetual 
struggle existed between a king who aimed at despotism 
and a people who desired only the subversion of consti- 
tuted authority, wiU hare received a false impression of 
the actual case, which be will do well to rectify. It has 
been asserted also that the secret of France's troubles 
from the commencement of the present century imtil 
this very hour consists in the fact that the rulers of the 
people, by denying the majority ordinary justice, placed 
the whole state at the mercy of a minority, who craved 
not justice but universal anarchy, " The furious," such 
reasoners say, " might at any time have been disarmed. 
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tad monardia been honest enough to strengthen the 
hands of the modei'ate. Louis Philippe knew this, for 
he said as mut^ when Charles X. opposed himself to 
the equitable demands of his pai'liament ;" but white 
we cannot slmt our eyes to the fetal consequences of 
this en-or as regards the destinies of the House of Or- 
leans, we may remark that nothing would be more un- 
sound, either hbtoricallyor philosophically, than to con- 
found the outward dreumstanees of a revolution with 
the far deeper moral causes which must inevitably have 
produced it. To a superficial observer the age and in- 
firmities of the King — the recent death of his sistei' — 
the hesitation and doubt produced by divided counsels 
at a moment when the energy and deeiaon of a single 
man might have stayed the torrent for years, may suffi- 
ciently account for the sudden abdication and the in- 
gloiioua retreat. Had Louis Philippe (it may be said) 
been feu yeai's younger— had the Prince de Joinville 
been there— had Marshal Bugeaud been allowed to 
have his way, would the revolution of Febiuary have 
occui'i'ed at all? Very possibly not. But so it is with 
all gi'eat events, whether in the fortunes of empires or 
of men. The inscrutable decrees of Providence, which 
regulate the affaire of nations and individuals by the 
same laws, oftentimes fulfil themselves by means of in- 
struments apparently quite unequal to the impoi-tance 
of die occasion. Men pave the way to their own de- 
struction by a long couree of recklessness or vice i rulera 
let opportunities pass by, or lose the affections of their 
subjects by selfishness and intrigue ; but when at length 
the downfall of either comes, it often appeare to have so 
little connexion with what has proceeded as to look like 
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the result of a mere oversight or chance. We shall 
not attempt the task of inquiring by what chain of 
events or by ivha.t aeries of politjcal eiTOrs Louis Philippe 
managed to destroy the work of thirty years. Tlie true 
causes of revolutions often lie hidden in those depths of 
human nature which few politicians take the trouble to 
explore, hut which may nevertheless contdii within 
themselves elements of disorganisation which no humau 
foresight could have been able the conti'ol. To tave failed 
in a contest with sneli antagonists may prove the mon- 
ai«h to have been incompetent, but may not prove that 
he deserved his fate. The punishment which overtook 
the ex-King of the French, may be the prmishment of 
an earlier and a worse ambition than that which con- 
trived the fortifications of Paris, or the Spanish mar- 
riages. We do not know that the French nation would 
have fared better rmder a more liberal monarch than 
Louis Philippe pwved himself, or that, with tJieir present 
institutions, they are fit for monarchy at all. We 
should envy no ruler the task of attempting to engral't 
a shoot of true liberty and manly independence upon 
that stunted growth of the first revolution which has 
taien such deep raot in the soil of France. How a 
monai'chy is to esist without a middle dass to support 
it, and how a middle class is to be created without giv- 
ing the people light to dispose of their property as tLey 
please, ai'e problems which remain to be solved, but 
which, we may be sure, contsun the secret of the social 
evils of France. 



iLvGoOglf 



THE DRAMA OF TEE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 

Wii call tlie Fi'encL. Revolution a Dramia, giving to 
the term its simplest and most obvious definition. It 
ia difficult to contemplate all tte features of that un- 
expected and extraordinary event, and not to regard 
it as a dramatic masterpiece performed by the choicest 
ai'tists to be found in Europe. Oiir friends across the 
Channel are without eompetitera in the Listrionic line. 
They are born actoia. French human nature is nature 
elevated and adorned by art. You see it everywhere 
— in the open sti'eets, in the Houses of Parliament, 
in judicial halls, in the smallest boy, in the oldest gray- 
beard, from the gamin to tlie Piime Minister, life in 
Paris in anything but tlie jog-trot vegetating business 
of life in London. Here we push our way from the 
cradle to the grave, troubling our beads with no man's 
business — not courting observation, not stiiving for 
ettect. There life is a I'omautic representation of ex- 
istence, gratuitously offered for the edification or 
amusement of the world at large. Hence the unap- 
proachable excellence of Fiench vaudevilles, which are 
but BO inajiy daguerreotypes of nalaonal manners ; and 
hence aJso the insipidity of Fiwich ti'agedy, which, 
scorning to be natural, and striving to be classical, 
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neither satisfies the judgment nor grapples with the 
heart. Midway, however, betweea yaudeville and 
tragedy, modem ingenuity haa contrived a species of 
composition much more suited to the feverish times in 
which we live than either of the other two. They who 
have read Dumas and seen Lemaiti'e know the style. 
Grand interminable pieces, neither truthfully serere nor 
painfiilly fwiiiliar; eacli act a tableau, each scene a 
romance ; the dramatis persons made up of the loftiest 
and the lowest — Kings and Queens mingling with 
heg^rs and cutthroats, the vilest jostling agdnst the 
most heroic, deformity playing the foil to beauty, vice 
to innocence. Now we are in a palace, now in a hovel; 
now the great tumble down, and dow the humble are 
uplifted, now you quiver at a hair-breadth escape, now 
the dance animates or the song soothes your much 
astonished spirit ; from first to last great pffwts, pic- 
turesque situations, unlocked for rencontres — endless 
excitement 1 

Such api'foe Mstoriqm is the Revolution of 1848; 
a play with entirely new scenes and decorations, and 
performed, we may truly say, by the whole strength of 
the company. No work of fiction coming from the 
pen of the prolific Dimias, opposed as the brilliant and 
seductive piywluction may seem to probability and na- 
ture, I'eads half so like a tale of purest fiction as the 
performance of which we speak. Incongraous as are 
the scenes, characters, and incidents which that dashing 
writer brings into his fi'amework, the incongruity looks 
perfectly symmefiicai, by the side of the desperately 
conflicting and wonderfully opposite events that crowd 
into the drama under consideration. Dumas is the 
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prince of inventocs, but in the height of his audacity 
he has stopped short of the dann^ creation which the 
pen of simple ti-uth has alone aiithoMty to wnte In 
his wildest flights tiie novelist would never ha\e con 
ceived such a programme as that which history enables us 
to plae« before him. If it be not so, let the reader judge. 
Our firat scene is a palace ; the period winter ; the 
time morning ; the weather cold and miserable. It is 
10 o'clock, and the King of France with his wife and 
fitmily are discovered at the bi'eakfast tabla A splen- 
did beginning! Calmness is the pi-evaihng expression 
of every connffinance save one ; the King's daughter-in- 
law loots ansious and disturbed. Well she might be 
if the audience knew all. Light domealac talk, such as 
becomes princes and the gilded roof that overhangs 
them, occupies the moments. You have never seen 
Royalty so near before; sensible of its grandeur, you 
gaze in admiration and appland the unaccustomed sight. 
Hush I Whilst fJie lacqueys, dressed in gold and scarlet, 
move noiselessly about the room, awed by the presence 
which subdues all lookeis-on, a noise is heard without. 
It becomes more audible by duress. Suddenly the door 
flies open, and two men enter, paler than ghosts. They 
are Ministers of State, You learn the fact immediately, 
or from their haste and horror you would never have 
suspected it. They have news (o communicate. Dis- 
content prevails in the city ; tlie populace are out ; the 
dragoons have surrendered their sabres, the soldiers their 
arms, within sight of the very apartment in which the 
King had just now enjoyed his meal, and his daughter- 
in-law had looked so sad. The reader will note how 
rapidly the action goes on, how little time ib lost What 
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is to be done ? Tlie King is thuuderstruck, hesitates for 
a moment, and then, urged by the Queen, instantly 
leaves the room. The Queen folloiYS hei- husband with 
her eyes from the palace window. She sees him on 
horsebact reviewing the ]S"ational Guards. She has no 
fear, neither has h& "What more ! He returns, accom- 
panied by the man whom, yesterday, to satisfy pubhc 
clamour, he created Prime Minister. The Minister has 
power to save his master. You observe at a glance that 
he is far more anxious to save hiraselt He craves per- 
mission to resign. Peimission is granted, when a volley 
is heard close to their eare. What does it mean ! This 
man will tell you who now enters. The King has a pen 
in his hand, with which he is about to appoint his new 
Prime Minister. " Sign not," shouts tite last comei' — 
a man of the press, with the face of a student and the 
spirit of a soldier — " Sign ratier your own abdication." 
The situation is fine. The pen drops teom the King's 
fingers, the speakei' takes it up, and quietly replaces it 
in the Monarch's hand. The audience is already 
touched. The poor King looks around him for advice ; 
no one offers it ; even the Prime Minister of yesterday 
is dmnb ; and in another instant the deed is done. The 
King has abdicated in tavour of his gi'amdson. Behind 
the scenes you hear sounds of tumult and disorder, and 
your heart is already beating for the issue. The King 
do^ his robes, places his sword upon the table, and, 
dressed as a privato gentleman, is evidently anxious to 
dqjart. The Queen would fain meet the coming dan- 
ger, but his Majesty has already ordered the carriages. 
The horses are already put to, but horses and groom are 
shot by the multitude. A broad path leads from the 
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palace garden, and at the end of it a friendly hand lias 
brought two hired coaches. " Let ua go," exdaima flie 
Moaavch, and leaning heavily upon the Queen, whose 
head is high and ei'ect, lie hurries on. Tlie coaches are 
I'eached ; the fugitives escape. They arrive at St. Cloud, 
at Versailles, but not to stay. On they go, and at half- 
past 1 1 o'clock at night they descend at Dreux. At 
one in the morning they are joined hy one of the King's 
sons, who informs the unhappy pair that tie claims ol 
the grandson have been disregarded, and that a Repub- 
lic has been declared by the people of Paris. It is 
enough. The King shaves off his whiskers, puts on 
gj'een apcctadea, buries his face in a handierehief, speaks 
English, and calls himself Smith. The wind is high, tlie 
coast dangerous, embarkation is out of the question at 
the moment, and before an opportunity offers, the rank 
of the runaways is discovered. Fortune, however, is 
with them ; they escape capture and put to sea. Pro- 
tected by Heaven, they reach in safety the hospitable 
shores of England 

Meanwhile what has happened in Paids ? The whole 
city has given way to a handful of Hotel's — men who 
meditated an fmmle, and effected, to their astonishment, 
an actual revolution. But two individuals npon the 
side of the King evinced a particle of courage, and these 
were women — his wife and his daughter-in-law already 
mentioned. The rest of the dty were fmthless to them- 
selves as well as to the King, Princes, peers, soldiers, 
and statesmen, were ail sneaking in hiding-places whilst 
the capital was made ovei' t« the mercy of a few dozen 
incendiaries. The daughter-in-law, seeing the King de- 
part, carries her child to the Chamlser of Deputies, and 
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there with womanly courage and queenly dignity vin- 
dicates his rights. Her friends entreat her to withdraw. 
Firm in her purpose, she does not move an inch. 
She attempts to apeak, but is interrupted ; and he who 
interrupts is himself silenced by an armed mob that 
pours into the haU. The Duchess is forced away, and 
in that t«riible extremity is separated ft'om her child. 
But the spaiTowa of the earth are not forgotten. The 
tMd is seized by a rough hand, whicli is strong enough 
to strike but generous enough to save. The boy is 
brought to his mother, and mother and son pass from 
asylum to asylum, chased by sithes, sabres, muskets, 
and, worse than all, the bloody passions of an infuriated 
canaille. For four days they oreep into hiding-places ; 
on the fifth day they are beyond tlie frontier. Every- 
body is escaping at the same moment, There is the 
King's eldest son pale and half naked, throwing aside 
his tinsel and putting on fiistian, looting less than a 
a man in his fear, trembhng with emotion, and finally 
running lite a madman for his life. There are your 
ministers, of European reputation and wisdom unap- 
proachable, bounding like antelopes, northwards, south- 
wards, " anywhere, anywhere out of the" city ! whicli 
tliey, and ail the rest, give up to indiscriminate riot 
And now the crowning point of our first tableau is near. 
The mob, masters of Paris, are saelring the Tnileries. 
The choicest movables are broken to atoms ; a group 
take the places which Royalty filled a moment ago at 
the breatfast table ; that is a palpable hit, and brings 
down laughter on all sides ; others are in the wine cel- 
lar drinkmg themselves (ei) times drunk ; others, again, 
are in the Queen's apartnjents, defiling that domeettc 



iLvGoOglf 



122 DRAMA OF IHE FRENCH RKVOLUXrOV. 

sanctuary. Outside the palace and on tlie top of it a 
Sag is w aved by a dozen men, whose shouts and shrieks 
invit« hundreds, whom youseecrawUngaiid clambering 
up with no earthly object but immediately to slide down 
again. There is sentiment in all things. The apartr 
meiits of the poor daughter-in-law are reached, but, 
sti'ange to say, are respected in the midst of the work 
of genoi'al destruction. Her children's toys are not even 
touched ; the hat and whip of her dead husband are 
still saered ; tlie books she had been reading he open, and 
lliey are not even closed. It is an incident that 
cannot fiul to elicit rounds of applause. And whilst 
anarchy and destruction prevail here, there is equal con- 
fusion and danger in the Chamber of Deputies. We 
have seen the mob forcing their way into that dehbera- 
tive assembly. Everybody is now rushing to the tribune. 
Three speakers become marked from the rest; their 
names are Lamartine, Cremieiix, and Ledm Eollin ; 
they gain the popular ear and nndertate ta estabUsh 
order- — a superhuman responsibility ! A Provisional 
Government is announced, named, and approved on the 
spot, " To the Hotel de Villa I" esdaims one. " To the 
Hotel de Ville ! respond a hundred ; and amidst yells 
and hootdngs, cries of " Vive la EepvbUgue !" " Vive La- 
tnartme/" "■ Ahastoutlemomie !" M. Lamariane sets out 
for that celebrated building, followed by a train made up 
of the dregs of a seething metropolis. In the middle of the 
shouting the curtain falls, and the first act terminates. 
Search the dramatic annals of the world for such another ! 
It would not do to cram such action as this into a 
whole play. They manage more artistically in PaiTS. 
Act the second enables us to collect our scattered sens^ 
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and to breathe. Three days liave elapsed since die piece 
commenced. We are now at the 27th of February, and 
as the curtain lises for the second tdme we behold the 
preparations of a, fete. After tlie firing comes a diver- 
tissement. It is BO in all great dramas. The republic 
is to be proclaimed, and the- proclamation is fo be made 
to muaie, with processions, and all the properties usual 
in such, cases — especially at Aatley's. Nothing, to speak 
honestly, can he more imposing than tlie exhibition. 
France is blessed with a republic, and the people are 
satisfied — that is to say, as satisfied as they can be 
without money and work. The mob in more senses 
than one has become its own maatei'. At the same 
moment that it threw off its monarch it got rid of its 
employere. "What of that ! " The repubhe owes bread 
and the prorision of labom' to all her children. She 
takes the solemn obligation to provide it." The question 
of work being " of supreme importance," a permanent 
commission is appointed to enable men to hve without 
working at all. An original idea, not to be found, we 
believe, in any tragedy or farce. And now all goes 
merrily on. The high bom are down ; the low bom 
are up ; Jack is as good as his master : Liberty, Equality, 
and Fraternity are established ; every man is to love his 
neighbour better than himself; selfishness has been put 
out by an universal extinguisher ; a political millennium 
has been reached by one ti'emcndous effort in a single 
day. A government, indeed, is hardly required for a 
people so thoroughly disposed to stifle selfishn^s and to 
find pleasure in the comfort and well-doing of one 
another ; but in compliance yn& antiquated notions a 
government, as we saw, was formed, and now a Har 
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tional AsaemWy is summoned. Happy citizens, fai' re- 
moved from despotism, wait about tlie stFeets with 
their hands in fJieir capacious pockets, to gaze upon 
ti'ees of liberty planted in their honour, and when tired 
of tliat, to turn ii\to the theab'e gratuitously opened for 
their amusement. Admirable scenes now tate place 
between the Minister of tlie Interior and his " emissaries." 
Perfect liberty being established, the latter are enjoined 
by M. Ledru Eollin to proceed into the provinces, and 
to induce the free people of France to elect such repre- 
sentatives as are pleasing in hia sight, under pain of his 
high displeasure ; bribery, corruption, and intimidation, 
old monarchical vices, having become republican virtues 
under the new regime. "Whilst the elections pi'oceed 
we are entertained with more/iSies in the capiteL Aa 
fi proof of fraternity, 300,000 soldiers, well armed, 
Msembled in order to be reviewed, and as the sun 
gleams tipon their bayonets, voices innumerable fill the 
air with praises of tiiis fete, strangely called de la eon- 
eorde. The results of the elections are declared. La- 
martine, tlie favorite chUd of the revolution, is returned 
for eleven places. Tlie poet, scholar, legislator, is his 
country's idol. No doubt he wiU remain so. The 
august assembly is to meet upon the 4tii of May. The 
Proviaonal Government have so little to do in a land 
of universal peace and brotherhood, that on the 30th of 
Api'il their most important business is to decree " that 
every representative of the people shall wear a black 
coat, a white waistcoat with a thrown back collar, black 
ti'ousera, and a tri-coloui'ed sash adorned ivith gold 
fringe," Just before the representatives congr^;ate, wo 
hear that there has been bloodshed in Lyons, on the 
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part of a few ejected fratemaJs, more devotoi to the 
republic than to life ; anil under the head of " foreign 
intelligence," in the daily papers, we ascertain that tLe 
nephew of Napoleon Bonaparte, on the preceding 10th 
of April, was seen walking up and down Regent street, 
London, di'essed as a special constable, under the orders 
of Major Waller, captain of the division. No time can 
be given to such trifies. The streets are lined witli 
troops again, the Provisional Grovei'nment have met, 
behind them are the members of the National Assem- 
bly ; trumpets and drums roar forth a martial strain. 
The glory of republicanism ia complete. On tbey march 
to the hall of calm deliberation. How magnificent the 
scene upon which the curtmn closes ! 

Everybody remembers the opening oi Hamlet. So 
opens the third act of our revolutionary drama. Instead 
of the platform before the castle at Eianore, we have 
the Maine of the second antmdwsement ; and in place 
of " Francisco on his post," we behold a small gentle- 
man in Spectacles, musket on shoulder, walking up and 
down before a door, to keep out dogs, and to give free 
entrance to fraternal citizens. All things considered, 
this is perhaps the beat hit in the play. As the cur- 
tain slowly rises, you conclude the little gentleman to 
be an ordinary soldier. You loot again. Bless us ! it 
is the Prime Minister of the first act, who toot so much 
care of himself and so little of bis master. How in- 
tensely dramatic is the situation ! That man is a 
genius ; he has written tlie history of the Empire ; he 
has had the fate of nations oftener than once between 
the palms of his small hands, and there be stands, leer- 
ing at poodles out of his large eyes, and pointing his 
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musket at tlieir poHteriors as thoiigh. it were the chief of 
his aceompUahments. BricklajeiB and plasterera had 
been returned to the AssemWy, but M. Thiers had failed 
to find a constituency. We should call all this violent 
and unnatural at the Adelphi, but, as we said before, 
Fi'eneh n^we is a very extraordinary nature ; therefore 
look on and applaud. We find ourselves ^ain in the 
House of Parliament, Chamber of Deputiea no longer, 
but National Assembly, Universal suffrage prevails ; 
the people of France aie free. There they are, the 
emancipated millions, represented by a few hundj'cds of 
their hearts' own choice. Europe is invited to take 
cognisance of the fact A day or two after the meetr 
ing of members, the Prefect of Police rises in his pla«e, 
declares Paris tranquil, and guarantees the continuance 
of tranquillity. His a5snrance is received with deafening 
cheei's. Tranquil I Of course it is ! Is there anything 
needed in this world to make men peaceful and con- 
tented bnt self-government and universal suffrage J 
The only wonder is that a Prefect of Police was re- 
quired to give tlie information. The cheet« have hardly 
died away, however, before some curious incidents take 
place. Next to the possession of freedom, man's greatest 
enjoyment is to sympatliise with the oppressed. The 
French nation being perfectly comfortable themselves in 
all their foreign, domestic, and pecuniary relations, re- 
solve to make a formal manifestation of their love for 
tlie distressed Poles. The 15tli of May is fixed for the 
demonstration. Twenty thousand men come together 
on that morning. In hnes of thirty-thi'ee, with the cor- 
I'ectness of organised troops, they march to the Assem- 
bly^ — then in solemn deliberation. Like cats, the nimble 



iLvGoOglf 



sympathisers climb the railings that defend that saci'ed 
edifice, and embrace the National Guards who form a 
protection to the building quite as secure as the arlt- 
chuuts de fer. From tke railings to tie hall itself is 
but a step and a jump. In an instant the confusion, 
the din, (lie rioting of the first act is commenced de 
novo. Fellows with bare brawny arms are waving 
banners in the centre of the large apartment. Eiiffians, 
innocent of coats and waistcoats, having first invaded 
the galleries, are sliding down into the space below ; 
and whilst tie President's beD is ringing with forty 
dustman power, a middle-azed individual, with short 
hair, a long red beard, small infiamed eyes, and blurred 
face, is flourishing a cane by way of signal (o the sym- 
pathisers, which they fully understand. In another 
moment the tumult reaches its height; hands are ex- 
tended, voices are roaring, pistols are firing, and in the 
midst of the deafening clamour, a paper is produced 
which declares " the National Assembly is dissolved." 
(It had hardly sat a week.) The Pr^ident — a wise 
man in his generation — decamps; several membeis, 
equally prudent, follow his example ; the sovereign 
people pronounce tlie government deposed, and name 
another composed of the brawny arms and waisteoatless 
bodies already spoken of. The expression of sympathy 
for the distressed Poles having been made in this 
singular manner, a body of the sympathisers take 
forable possession of the Prefecture of Police. Thither 
they are followed by one General Bedeau, and six 
thousand brethren intent upon murder, and are faii-ly 
besieged. Two hours are granted for surrender. At 
the last moment, as the drums begin to beat, as the 
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artillery is pointed, and the soldiers staad to their arms, 
the syrapatiiisers capitulate on condition that they walk 
out iinmoleated. The condition is granted ; a way is 
made for them between the ranks, and to warlike music 
the third act doses. Tlie joke of this particular portion 
of the drama is tiat the Prrfect of Pohce, who giiaranteed 
the continuance of tranquillity, got up the whole affair, 
and that the very men at whose instigation the govern- 
ment was declared extinct, were members of the govern- 
ment themselves, and its most active limbs. There is 
no end to the intricacies and staggering incidents of 
this unparalleled performance. 

Act fie fourth is a somewhat bloody business, but 
not without f&tes and pleasant episodes to relieve the 
butchery. The amiable Polish sympathisers having 
been silenced, and the government restored, the Na- 
tional Assembly pi^oceeds once more to the most press- 
ing business of the country, and holds a long discus- 
sion upon the point whether it is advisable to establish 
the efBgy of Napoleon on the cross of the Legion of 
Honour, or simply to engrave upon that ensign the 
touching and tiiithful symbol of a liberated nation, 
now glaring upon every wall, and expressing the 
" equality, liberty, and fL'atemity " of this really happy 
people. The discussion is scarcely over before it is 
discovered that the axiom hastily hdi down in act the 
second, to the effect tliat " the republic owes bread and 
the provision of labour to all her children," is anything 
but a self-evident truth or a profitable speculation. 
The discovery is communicated to the parties chiefly 
concerned, who get up for the occasion a " fhte des 
TravailleuTS," and try to vent their indignation at a 
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banc[ et, jreaseiy as ballet dancers relieve themeelves 
of pass o in a j«m. Tbsfete, howevw, proved a fail- 
re An 1 no vondec ! Admission to the feast costs 
ju t t vo[ en e hal^enny, and whilst each man's share 
is but a thin slice of roast veal, some salad, dieese, half 
a bottle of beer, a glass of wine, and a small glass of 
brandy, he is further compelled to bring to the banquet 
his own bread and knife and fork ! The elements of 
success are absent in such melancholy fai'e. If this 
be iho feast of labour, we must not be surprised at the 
sanguinary aspect of ite hideous /as* that immediately- 
followed it. On the morning of the 22nd of June a 
decree is published. The unwelcome truth is told, be- 
cause it can no longer be kept back. Industiy cannot 
support idleness. Mendicancy is social dealh. Man 
is bom to labour, and no human arrangements can 
contravene the laws of God. Labour, hitherto pampered 
by the state, takes alarm, and, well supported, descends 
info the streets. The clouds never looked so black 
before, aaid you pi-eceive that the tragic epoch of this 
history has come. The dreadful battle, — long posl^ 
poned — has finally to be fought — foot to foot, and hand 
to hand; poverty against wealth, despair against con- 
tent, the reckless spirit of plunder against the tremu- 
lous though tenacious spirit of possession. In truth, 
the fighting is worthy of the desperate struggle, and 
denotes the mighty interests bound up in it. There is 
now no childish and unmeaning invasion of the Hall 
of Assembly, Poverty knows how much depends up- 
on the conflict, and boldly prepares for victory or 
death. It raises its barricades, it deliberately provides 
the arms and ammunition, it makes its plans of attack 
6* 
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and defence, and venturea everything, life, limb, wife, 
and children, ia the tenible war for social Bupi'emacy. 
The storm breaks on June 28. It is still violent on the 
24th, On Sunday the 25th it has reached its climax; 
on the 26th there is still wort to be done, but on tliat 
day all is over. Blood of innocent men has been shed ; 
the lives of the unoffending have been aaciificed ; but 
tlie interests of society have been vindicated, and the 
consequences of a huge falseliood palmed upon a cred- 
ulous people have been once for all brought to naked 
light. Palis, France, Eui'ope,' and civilisation, are 
rescued ; but the lightning that purified the atmosphere 
has also knocked down the very pi'ops upon which the 
gi'eat Republic rested. The self-elected Provisional 
Government of February has vanished. Liberty with 
a shriek has quitted the foul soil stained with the blood 
of follow citizens. There is a grand moral lesson in 
Act 4 of our revolutionary drama, and we are sensible 
of instruction long after the scene doses upon the 
bloody and humiliating spectacle. 

Act 5 begins with a general hornpipe in fetters. 
The people of Paris are in ecatacies, because they have 
proclaimed a dictator, established martial law, and see 
their beautiful dty in a state of siege. They could not 
toleraf* the mild yoke of constitutional monai'chy ; 
they have lived to ascertain the comforts of umnitigatr 
ed despotism. On the 37th of June there is but one 
faith in France, and Cavaignacis its prophet. A Paris- 
ian prophet keeps fresh for about six months. Lamartine 
extinguished Louis Philippe, Oavaignac puis out Lamar- 
tine, and, before the play gets very fiir forwai'd, some- 
body else no doubt will return the favour to Oavaignac, 
At the commencement of Act 3 we wej'e shocked to 
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see a Prime Miniatei- doing duty like private Bug^ns 
in Birdcage Walk. Act 5 presents us with a demigod, 
rejecJted, despised, and forgotten by ta^atures who were 
hiB awom diadplea and worahippers two months before. 
Don't hiss, we repeat, and aay the play's unnatural ! 
We have not undertaken to show you Racine and the 
unities ; but the plot is orthodox and natnral enough 
for all that. At this juncture hberty of person in the 
city may be pronounced perfect. Bayonets bristle in 
the mr, the streets form an encampment, presses inimi- 
cal to the government are broken up, and the editors of 
opposition joumaJa are ttrown into prison without 
benefit of habeas carpus. It is a singular fact wbioh 
philosophers have yet to explain, that every living soul 
in Paris felt more at his ease, more thoroughly assured 
of his freedom, and infinitely happier in hia mind, 
whilst submitting to downright slavery, than evei' he 
had been in the heyday of his imqueetioned indepen- 
dence. We shall do well to remember the fact when we 
weep for the blacks. Paris, then, being free to deliber- 
ate beyond all doubt, tlie National Assembly proceeds 
to arrange the details of the republican constitution. 
"In the presence of God" (and surrounded by troops) 
"the Assembly proclaims and decrees" the national 
laws, and once more dissolves. The frequent repetition 
of this incident is iaulty in a work of art, but we pre- 
sume it is unavoidable. The new parliament ofiers some 
singula! features. Marshal Sonlt — ^he who fought Wel- 
lington — is a candidate at St. Amas, but is beaten by 
a journeyman cobbler ; Lamartine is considered with- 
out a claim to the sufirages of any portion of the peo- 
ple; whilst tlie Eegent-sti'eet spedal constable, of 
whom we had an inkling in an earlier act, is returned 
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for five depaitanents. Positively every act of fiis won- 
derful drama is a play in itself. There is no limit to 
invention — no end to surprise. It is decreed by the 
constitution, amongst other matters, that France should 
be governed by a Pi'esident, chosen, like the members, 
by universa] suffrage. A sort of ballet takes place, 
called La F&te de la Constitutim, in which the Statue 
of the Republic, holding tbe Constitution in her hand, 
performs a principal part, and then no time is lost in 
putting a capital to the shaft of the constitutional col- 
umn. We were not wrong just now in warning Cav- 
aignac of his insecurity. He waa applauded to the 
skies in June, adoi-ed in July; towards the end of 
November he sufBdently declined to render a vote of 
confidence, passed by the Assembly, an agreeable ac- 
quisition ! and in December he puts up for the Presi- 
dency to be signally defeated — and by whom ? Behold 
him aa he comes upon the stage ; notice tiie ingenious 
tableau as the whole Assembly rises to welcome the 
tribune, in the person of their constitutional head, — the 
special constable of Eegent-slreet ! 

Our play is not yet over, but we drop the curtain 
for the night. We refer once more to M. Dumaa for 
justification and authority. That daring genius some 
time since produced in his own theatre a drama which 
was only half concluded at the close of the sitting. 
Folks had te pay a second time to ascertain the fete of 
the hero with whose exiatenee they had the day before 
been made acquainted. We shall not be blamed for 
following BO illustrious an example. 



"Ku^li'nthaai'e told 
As happy prologuea to the bv 
'If the Imperial tbarae." 
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Our fiienda must come again to leani the truths tliat 
are behind. They will not regret the trouble. Sticking 
and unequalled as the first part of the " Drama of the 
French Revolution" assuredly is, we are much mis- 
taken if their astonishment and pleasure are not con- 
siderably heightened by the second part yet to be 
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JOHN HOWAED, THE PHH-ANTHROPIST. 

Conceive a Puritan of the sternest days of Cromwell, 
dreased in the simple and austere gai'h of his order, 
armed resolutely for tattle, resolved upon victory, and 
fighting less for personal triumph than for the glory of 
Giod. You have then a picture of John Howard. 
But rememher that the weapons are not of steel, and 
that the glory by no means oousista in the shedding of 
blood. Ho\Yard assailed inhiunanity as the Round- 
head hattled against Eoyalty; in either case it was 
war to the last erti'emity, and the prosecution of work 
in the spirit of a divinely-appointed missionary. 

The name of John Howard stands in England for 
perfect benevolence. When the public iustructoi', speak- 
ing either from the pnlpit or through the press, desires 
to personify the purest sympathy for human suffering, 
that name at once occurs to him ; hut it would be a 
great mistake to attach the idea of feminine soft-heart- 
edness to efibrts as vigorous, as deliberate, and as mas- 
enhne as ever eharacteriaed the movements of intel- 
lectual man. The life of Howard is suhhnie simply be- 
cause it presents physical weakness overcoming moun- 
tains in the pursuit of an end recommended hy duty. 
It is difficult to gatlier from all that remains to ua of 
Howard's unparalleled career that he was either sus- 
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ccptible by nature or romantic from education and 
eiilj habit Poetry had ne\er beguiled him, and fancy 
slumbeied m hia imnd Measure him by the vulgar 
stxudard ind all tiie elemento ot heroism are misroiig 
m Ilia tomposib n Judffe him in hia own peculiai' 
ii^lit, %nd jou may Keaich the annals of heroism m 
\ 1111 tur ODC more lUustnjus tlian he. 

The date ml pl«« of Howard's birtii have never 
] e™ correctly ascertained It is supposed fliat he was 
I Dm at Clipton, m the year 1726. His lather had 
licpii a meich'uit, but about the tune of his son's birth 
h letired from busmef* upon a moderate fortune. 
Tht mothei ot Howard died whilst he was still an 
infant, leaiiDg her ofeprmg sickly, and always ailing, 
f the care of a farmer's wife m the village of Carding- 
ton near Bedfoid, where it would appear the Howards 
hid a small p,itnmoiiial estate The education of the 
b \ was not neglected, but, in spite of good masters, 
T hn Howard mide no progieas in Greek and Latin. 
Two cncnmBtances it has been suggested, " are to 
bi lonsidered in eiplanation of Howard's inattention to 
(lassH'iJ studies — First, he felt no vocation to them; 
he ondly he wis de&tined to the desk and the Ex- 
Llnn^e" In simpler lauguage Howard was a dunce. 
He WIS not bom for sclioiar>hip, as his correspondence 
tehtifies and with that fai.t betore his eyes, Howard 
senior, in due time, very properly apprenticed his son to 
Messi's. Newnham and Shipley, wholesale grocers, of 
Watling sti'eet, city. John Howard was still an ap- 
prentice when his fiitiier died, leaving him, at the age 
of seventeen, heir to a considerable estate. The boy was 
already a man in gravity and thought. Purchasing his 
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freedom fi'om his maatets he at once set out for France 
and Italy in search of health and knowledge, and return- 
ing home after an absence of a year or two, established 
himself as an invalid at Stoke Newington, near London. 
He could not at this peiiod have been twenty years of 
age, but he was already master of his mind and body. 
A tendency to consumption renda^d it necessary for 
him to be moderate in his diet; he lived upon fi'uit, 
bread, vegetables, and water. Deprived of the usual 
enjoyments of youth, lie sustained himself by relij^ous 
eseroises and the study of the leas abstruse branches of 
natural philosophy. A singular incident during Howard's 
residence in Stoke Newington fiiniishes an admirable 
illustration of his peculiar character. He had reached 
his twenty-fifth yeai', and was living in the liouse of a 
Mrs. LoidoTC, the widow of a man who had been clerk 
in a neighbouring white lead manufactory. Mvs. I-oidore 
was poor, not well-looking, a confirmed invaUd, and 
fifty-two years of age ; but John Howaid, whilst under 
her roof, had a severe attack of illness. She tended him 
as a mother ; and upon his recovery, he, in return for 
her kindness, offered to make her his wife. Mra. Loidore 
at first remonstrated with her suitor, and then actually 
mamed him. They lived tf^ether happily for tjie space 
of three years, when Mrs. Howard died. The drciun- 
stanee needs to be noted. Howard was the son of sicfc- 
ness and misfortune : both partook of his career from the 
cradle to the grave. His trials — we shall find them to 
be many — compelled him to seek refuge m piety — piety 
bade liim go forth and struggle for mankind. 

Upon tlie death of his wife, Howard wont abroad 
again ; this time he set sail for Portugal, Taken 
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prisoner on the voyage, he was carried into Brest, and 
there imprisoned. It was his introduction to the gigantic 
labour of his life. Finally, permitted lo return to Eng- 
land upon the understanding that he would go back 
unless he could obtain a suitable exchange, he not only 
seemed the personal object, but gave himself no rest 
until he had also obtained the release, upon similar 
fflrms, of many of his fellow-sufferers. With this achieve- 
ment Howard retired in 1150 to the paternal home at 
Cardington, and for hvo years occupied hunself ex- 
clusively in the improvement of his estate, and in the 
care of the poor by whom it was surrounded. The 
youthful patriarch, with a full consciousness of what he 
owed to his people, knew also what was due to their 
head. Recognizing himself as chief labourer of the 
vineyard, he exacted duty from every other workman. 
In 1758 he mai-ried again; the match was more suit- 
able than the first, for his wife was but a year younger 
tiian himself; but it had also its characteristic incident. 
John Howard stipulated with Henrietta Leeds before 
marriage that, "in all mattei's in which there should be 
a diffei'ence of opinion between them, his voice should 
rule." Pasaon in the case of Howard was at all timea 
absorbed by a sense of right. 

Before his second marriage, Howard had spent much 
of his time and fortune in improving the dwellmgs of 
the poor on his estate, Henrietta Leeds, with, a spirit 
that answered to his own, shortly after her wedding-day 
parted with her jewels in order to lay the foundation of 
a fmid for the relief of the sick and destitute. Under the 
united efforts of this conscientious couple, the poor of 
Oardington were raised from degradation to comparative 
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comfort. In the couise of seYen years ignorance and 
brutality had been cleared from the soil, and morality 
and social happiness planted in iJieir stead. At the end 
of this period, however, Mi's. Howard gave birth to a 
son, and left her husband once more desolate. The 
love of Howard for his second wife stands apart from 
evei7 other feeling of his life. The blow sent him 
weeping (o the eartli. Years after her death, npon the 
eve of his departure fiom England npon one of bis 
humane expeditions, he was walking hand-in-hand witli 
his son in the plantations about Cardington. Suddenly 
he stopped. " Jack," he faltered to the boy, " in case I 
should not come back, you will pursue this work or not 
as yon think pioper; but remember this walk was 
planted by your mother, and if you ever touch a twig 
of it may my blessing never rest upon you." 

For eighteen montlis after his bereavement Howard 
secinded himself in Cardington, and then had recourse 
to his usual remedy for sorrow — he travelled again. 
If gravity had hitherto been the prevailing colour of his 
mind, it henceforth took a deeper and a holier hua 
He Jived the life of an ascetic, and his journal is the 
record of continual and impassioned prayer. After 
three years' absence Cardington was revisited, and but 
for an event of ordinary Mgnificance which then took 
place, the pious and well-disciplined Howard might 
have pursued his journey to the grave unknown to any 
but the poor who in his neighbourhood were, whilst he 
lived, the objects of his tenderest solicitude and care. 
In l'7'13 he was nominated to the ofBce of sheriff of 
Bedford. To be appointed to a duty was with Howard 
to incur the obligation to fulfil it. During Hie trials of 
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prisoners he sat iu court and listened attentively to ih& 
proceedings. When the trials were over he visiied and 
inspected the piiaon- The hideous glai'e that met him 
ill the felon's cell struck his soul with horror, and 
revealed to him at once tlie nature of his mission. The 
dream of hfe was at an end, its action had hegun, Less 
with a yeaiuing of human love than with an over- 
whelming sense of responsibility to his Mater, Howai'd 
set about the task of I'eseuing England from the shame 
and disgrace that attended her blind and brutal punish- 
ment of malefactors. The effort was tremendous; so 
was the penalty — but the success surpassed both. 

It is difBcult for us to realize the gigantic natnre of 
the undertaking. The problem of our own day is the 
punishment of public offenders ; hut its solution is light 
and easy compai'ed with the labour that conAonted 
Howard upon the threshold of his extraordinary crusade. 
%\ e know it least the nature of the sad material with 
which we have to deal. We have separated and classified 
the coiiupt mass, and rendei'ed it fitting to receive 
salutary and corrective treatment whenever enlighten- 
m nt shall have fixed upon the process. We have not 
removed the guilty from the pale of our sympathies, 
and given them up to wilful torture and abominable 
neglect The transgressors of the law lose the rights 
ct citizenship but are not deemed in consequence brute 
beists We lemember that criminals are men, and that 
the muideier who forfeits his hfe to society has still a 
sold it may be to be pardoned and redeemed of Hea- 
ven. A century ago, and these things were forgotten— 
if indeed they had ever been known. A more ghastly 
exhibition than the prison of the last centuiy the mind 
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canoot conceive ; tlie most innocent and iiiifortHnate 
debtor v/a& thrust into the hole wiHi tlie most guUty 
and hardened of cut-throats, and shared the worse fate 
of the two if he tad no means to bribe his gaoler into 
human charity. Swearing, cursing, blasphemy, and 
gaming, were the habitual practices of the keepers and 
the kept ; drunkenness w^ no vice, and the admixture 
of tlie sexes no impropriety ; religious worship was nn- 
known in a region that seemed cut off from dvilizalion 
and made over to fiends to govern in the true spirit of 
Beelzebub ; there was corruption from the first official 
to the meanest gaoler, and more dime within the 
precincts of tie gaol than without. Old criminals cor- 
rupted new comeK; tlie goveniors and their precious 
crews corrupted all. 

Whilst inspecting the prisons of Bedford, Howard 
had been struck with a strange anomaJj. He telb us 
himself tbat from its observation he was incited to 
further activity on behalf of his unhappy ehenta. 

" Some," he says, " who by the verdict of juries were 
declared not guilty — some on whom the grand jury did 
not find such an appearance of guilt aa subjected them 
to a trial — and some whose prosecutors did not appear 
^lainst tliem — after having been confined for months, 
were dragged back to gaol, and locked up f^ain until 
they should pay sundry fees to the gaoler, the clerk of 
-issiae, &c" 

Howard applied at once to tJie justices of the county 
ijjr a salary to the gaoler, who, he contended, ought to 
be paid by the community and not by the discharged 
innocents. The justices demanded a precedent for the 
application, and the good Howard mounted his horse 
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forthwith and proceeded to the neigliborin^ counties in 
search of one. "He not only did not find his precedent, 
but saw in the coui'se of his progress and sear<Ji 'nghta 
that rendered the Bedford practice a very harmless pic 
ceeding indeed, and confirmed his resohition to devot« 
himself henceforward fo the reformation of the gaols of 
England and the world. 

One or two specimens of what the inquirer saw will 
serve for many. He went to Gloueestfir. 

" The caatle of that city was in the most honible 
condition. It had but one court for all prisoners — only 
one day-room for males and females. The debtors' 
ward had no windows, a part of the plaster wall being' 
hroten throngh to let in the light. ITie night-room (or 
msun) for men felons, though up a number of steps, was 
found to be close and dark, and the fl,oor so ruinous that 
it could not be washed. The whole prison was greatly 
out of repair, while it had not been whitewashed for 
years. Many persons had died in it the year prece- 
ding Howard's visit — a circumstance attributed to a 
fever engendered by a large dunghill which stood directly 
opposite to the stairs leading up to the sleeping room. 
The keeper had no salary — tlie debtors no allowance of 
food ! The firet lived on extortion, the second on 
charity." 

In the episcopal city of Ely, 

" The prison was rickety and ruinous — totally unfit 
for the safe custody of eriminiJs. Of this the wardens 
were well aware, but instead of strengthening the walla 
and doors— which would have cost money, and affected 
the episcopal coffers, iJiey adopted the cheaper plan oi 
chaining &e prisoners on theii' backs to the floor, pass- 
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U2 JOHN HOWARIl, 1 

ing over them several bars of iron, and fastening an 
iron collar, covered with spites, round their necks, as 
well as placing a heavy bar of the same metal over their 
legs to prevent atf«mpta at escape." 

'From Ely, Howwd proceeded to Nonvieh. There 

" He found tlie cells built under ground, and the 
keepei' paying iOl. a year to the under-sheiiff for his 
situation. The gaol delivery was but once a year ; and 
the allowance for sh'aw for the whole prison was only a 
guinea per annum." 

The felons' gaal at Exeter was a private speculation. 
As might be expected, tlie dungeons, 

" Though but a few steps under ground, were close, 
dark, and confined ; the windows small, and the whole 
very unhealthy. An infirmary had been built, but the 
steps leading up to it were in a ruinous state, and the 
surgeon told Howard that he (the sui^on) was excused 
by contract from attending any prisoner in the cells 
who might be sick of the gaol fever." 

From one end of England to the other, from coun- 
ty to county, and from town to town, did Howard 
travel, in order to drag forth the disgusting mysteries of 
the British prison house. The first ray of light that 
burst upon prison gloom was the presence of tliis 
Christian man. His informants were his eyes ajid ears ; 
of all that he heard and saw he made an imperishable 
note, and whilst he. undertook to see justice done hy the 
country fo criminals whom he could not otherwise help, 
he gave freedom in every city to as many as a pecuniary 
contribution could supply with the liberty of whidi, 
gniltless of all crime, they had been wantonly robbed. 
The frait of his first great labour was not slow to come- 
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Upon the conclusion of the survey talten by John How- 
ard of tiie prisons of England, the House of Commona 
resolved ilself into a committee, in order to ascertain 
ftom the philanthropist, who was called to tie bar, 
the actual state of the case. We may conclude that 
the language of a man in whose stem presence tinga 
were said to quail, and whose indignant soul was over- 
flowing with the wrong it knew, was, if not flattering to 
Parliament, highly useful for futia* legislation. The 
thanks of the Le^slatm'e were publicly given at the 
close of bis evidence. In the course of it a characteristic 
question was addressed to him. A member, surprised at 
the extent and minuteness of his inspections, inquired 
at whose espense he travelled. " Howard," says a friend 
who knew him well, " was almost choked before he 
could I'eply." 

Having swept the provinces, Howard next turned 
to the metivspolis. We have not space to follow him 
into the Fleet, tlie Marshalsea, the King's Bench, the 
Poultry Compter, the New Ludgate, and all the otler 
places of detention into which he burrowed, and from 
which he brought forth for the contemplation of his 
fellows, misery that the saddest tales of fiction could 
not parallel. We content ourselves with the announce- 
ment that (lie industry of the individual who never 
weaiied, shamed the parliament into a desire to keep at 
all events in his track. It is the way of parliaments I 
Two bills for tie better regulation of prisons passed the 
Lf^lature in llli, one on the 31st of March, which 
abolished all fees, and gave a prisoner his diachai^ 
immediately upon acquittal ; and another on the 3nd 
.of June, which provided for tihe whitewashing, deans- 
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ing, and ventilation of prisons, for tJie eatabliskment of 
iiifirmaiies, and for tlie erection of dungeons in which 
even offenders might live. Howard, whose health was 
always had, whose days were passed in ahatinence and 
self-denial, was at home paying the penalty of his great 
exertions when these bills became law ; but upon his sict 
bed he thanked God for his success, and as soon as he 
recovered, revisited the gaols which he had already ex- 
amined in every hole and nook — in ordm- to mtisfy 
himself that the aet8 were duly and fairly enforeed ! 

From 1773 to 1775 Howard did not desist from 
prison inspection. Haring exhausted England, he passed 
into Scotland and crossed into Ireland, in everj place 
acquiring information and accumulating facts for publi- 
cation. In 1775 he piwieeded to the continent, still in 
furtherance of Lis mission, halting first in Paris. The 
French prisons were bad enough, but far superior to 
those of England- There was at least a motive in the 
punishment; prisons were for the moat part dean and 
fresh, and food was sufficient and regularly bestowed. 
The missionary told his business to the authorities and 
was admitted freely to all public prisons — the Bastille 
alone excepted. In this hia daring love of pi-ison know- 
ledge had nearly caged him for life, but he escaped fo 
be revenged on the French by translating an account 
of the State prison, secretly published, and obtained by 
him with the greatest difficulty and trouble. Belgium, 
Holland, Germany, were all taken in succession, Hud a 
mass of materials, the result of enormous labour, un- 
flinoliing devotion, and gi'eat expense, was gathered 
from every one. To return to England was but to vary 
the field of exertion. After his firat foreign tour. 



iLvGoOglf 



Howard satisfied himself that improvement had taken 
root at home, and then he sallied forth again,— this 
time to Switzerland, but alwaja on the same pious and 
philanthropic errand. Something of the sdeuce of 
prison diadpline was revealed in Switzerland. In his 
own oountiy Howard had seen the felon thrown into a 
den, useless to society, fit for nothing hut to ^nerate 
disease, and to hurt all who came within his atmo- 
sphere, " IFo!-* was the principal element of the Swiss 
system of pnnishment and reform." The hint was not 
forgotten. 

For three yeais Howai'd without resting had occu- 
pied himself in collecting infoimation concerning the 
punishment of offenders, when he resolved to give to 
the world his great work upon Tke State of Pi-imtis. 
He had travelled 13,418 mUes during the pei'iod, and 
no library could famish the knowledge which he had 
stored up. The sensation produced by the hook coiTe- 
sponded with its value. 

" It had been long and anxiously looked for. The 
feme of its author's labours — his disinterest«dneiBa — the 
purity of his motives in undertaking such a missionary- 
ship — the courage and devotion with which he had exe- 
cuted it — the sublime confidence in which he had pene- 
trated dark and pestilential dungeons, m order to carry 
thereunto light and hope ; also some intunation of the 
sterling worth and ori^nality of lua private i,hancter, 
had reached, thiwigh various channels the knowledge 
of his countrymen, Tlie meed ot pruse, of ^knowledg 
ment, was without stint or resenation — vias fiee and 
full aa it was richly merited." 

Shortly afte.r the appearanct ->i H n ai U \ olume 
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it became necessaiy for the English Government to de- 
cide what should be done with the convicta to whom 
the Ameiican war of independence suddenly denied the 
luxury of transportation. Howard was examined again, 
before a committee of the House of Commons, and, 
recollecting what he had seen abroad, recommended a 
house of correction. There was one of some repute in 
Amsterdam, and Howard offered to visit it in older to 
ascei-tain its working. He set out once more. From 
Holland he proceeded to Prussia, crossed Silesia " through 
the rants of the opposing armies of Austria and Prus- 
sia," spent some time in Vienna, and tiien returned by 
way of Italy. At Rome he desired to see the dungeons 
of the Inquisition. They were locked, as had been 
those of the Bastile in Paiia ; all otiieis opened to him. 
Havhig travelled 4,600 miles upon this tour, Howard 
came homeward again through France. The blessings 
of the imprisoned followed his course. He had distribu- 
ted charity whithersoever he went ; he had done infi- 
nitely moi«. He had summoned the attention of na- 
tions to a subject of human interest in which the happi- 
ness and welfare of society are moi'e nearly concerned 
than the world had ever suspected. 

After a short interval of rest, Howard made another 
home journey in order to learn how far the acto of Par- 
liament of 1774 had succeeded in theb objects. "This 
home journey was, in feet, one of the longest and most 
laborious which he had yet undeitaken, occupying from 
January to the end of November of the year lTJ9f in 
the course of which he traversed almost every county in 
England, Ireland, and Scotland, travelling to and fro 
6,990 milps. Tlio I'esults of a!l tliese labours were given 
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to the world at tte end of the year." The inspection 
was aatisiaetory. " Some of tJie more flagrant abuses 
wHch lie had formerly note! had been removed, the 
spirit of reform was aroused, tie gaols were almost uni- 
versally cleaner, more orderly, more healthy," 

We can only indicate the course of his further 
ti'avels. Every year saw Howard extending the field 
of Lis investigation, and amplifying his gi'eat knowledge. 
He had visited the south and centre of Europe ; now he 
ti'avelled to the exti'cme noiii. His feme was already 
miiveraal, much to his annoyance ; for no sooner was hia 
approach heralded in any city of Em-ope, than the prison 
of that place w^ brushed up and made to assume holi- 
day attire. To guard against deception he entered 
Petei-sbm^h jilone and on foot. The police, however, 
discovered him, and the Empi'esa Catherine at once 
invited the apostle to appear at Court. Howard — 
Eepublican and Puritan in every fibre of his heart — 
respectfully infoi-med the Empress that he came to visit 
the dungeon of the captive and the abode of tie 
wretched, not the palaces and courts of kings and 
queens; that his time was limited, and that he must 
stand excused. He did not go. 

It w^ the boast of Russia, at this time, that capital 
punishments had been abolished throughout the empire. 
Howai-d did not believe it To satisfy himself he wifr 
neased the infiiefaon of the ordinaiy punishment of the 
knout A man and woman were brought out. The 
man received 60 strokes, the woman 26, and then both 
were conducted back to prison. "I saw the woman," 
says Howard, "in a very weak condition some days af- 
ter, but could not find the man any more." He was 
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determined to discover, howevei', what had lieeoini 
him, and aecordingly lie paid a visit to the e: 
Assuming an official tone, he threw the fellow otf his 
guard, and bade him answer without equivocation the 
questions he had come to put to him. " Can you," he 
said, " inflict the knout so as to occasion death in a very 
short time V " Tes," was the answer. " In how short 
a time ?" continued the questioner. " In a day or two." 
"Have you ever so inflicted it 3" — "I have." "Have 
you lately ?" — " Yes ; the last man who was punished 
by my hands with the knout died of the punishment." 
" In what manner do you thus I'ender it mortal !" — 
"By one or two strokes on the sides, which carry off 
large pieces of flesh." "Do you receive orders thus to 
inflict the punishment?" — "I do." So much for the 
Eussian boast, and Howard's mode of operation. 

Tlirongh Bussia and Poland, and then home by way 
of iVussia, Hanover, Holland, and the Austiian Nether- 
lands. In 1783 Howard quitted Falmouth for Spain 
and Portugal. These countries by no means suffered 
in comparison widi Eng^land. The prisons in both were 
clean, imprisonment for debt had been abolished, the 
sexes were separated, and criminals alone suffered de- 
tention. Returning to England after this tour, Howard 
published (lie result of his latest investigations in a 
second appendiit to his great work. Twelve years had 
passed since he first gave himself up to the absorbing 
pursuit of his life, and he had taken in turn every coun- 
try of Europe, He had visited and minutely inspected 
the gaols of aU fbe chief cities of the continent, he had 
travelled upwards of 42,000 miles, and he had ex- 
pended on his travels, and in relieving the poor, the 
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sick, and the fidendless, inpwai-de of 30,000^. In his 
60th year Howard might feirly claim to take his I'est 
The work, however, that he was born to do was not 
accomplished. 

Towards the end of Novembei', llSS, Howard, 
anxious, if possible, to discover a remedy for the plague, 
to which so much of human hfe was annually saeiifieed, 
quitted his native shores again. His plan was to visit 
Mai'seilles, Leghorn, Venice, and Valetta; and tlien 
boldly to encounter tlie scourge itself in the cities of 
Smyrna and Constantinople. The Pi'eneh, remembering 
the publication of the pamphlet on the Bastile, forbade 
hia appeai'ance upon (ie soil of France. Disregai'ding 
the interdict, Howard disguised himself and entered 
Palis. Upon the night of his arrival he was roused 
from his bed by the police. A lucky thought enabled 
liim to dispcsa of his visitors for a few minutes, and he 
seized the oppoi'ttmity to escape fram the capital and to 
make the best of his way to Mai'seilles. There he con- 
trived to obtain admission into the lazaretto, and U> se- 
cure the information for which he came. From Smyrna, 
where the plague wafl raging, the resolute pilgrim took 
his passage to the Adriatic by an infected vessel, with a 
foul bill of health, in order that he might pei'sonally be 
subjected to the stiictest quarantine, and with his own 
eyes inspect the smallest details of the lazaretto. The 
sufferings of Howard, his privations and perils whilst in 
quarantine for 40 days, were fearful ; still woi«e, while 
he lay consumed by a scorching fever, news came to 
him that his country was about to raise a monument to 
his honour, and that his only son, after a short career of 
the wildest dissipation, had ^ven evidences of downright 
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insanity. His martyrdom had coimnenced. Chained 
to Lis cell, unahle to move, even if liherlj were accorded 
him, the afflicted man wrote to his friends in England 
to talie what care they could of his hoy until he should 
return, and as tiey loved him to prevent the erection 
of a monument which could not he raised without oc- 
casioning him the deepest distre^. When Howard 
finally recovered, and came home again, his first step, 
after he had satisfied himself of the nature of his son's 
malady, was to write to the puhlic papei's a deelaratJon 
of his repugnance to the scheme that was int«nded to 
do him honour, and an earnest I'equest that no further 
steps should be taken in the business. The money sub- 
sciibed for the statue was accordingly returned to the 
subscribers, or spent in the liberation of poor dehtoiB 
from gaol. 

We have said that sickness and misfortune accom- 
panied John Howard from the cradle to the grave. 
Whilst he lay in the former, his mother died and left 
him a sickly child. As he stood on the verge of the 
latter, his son, the slave of debauchery and vice, perished 
a raving madman. Let us not stay to make the pain- 
ful inquiry how iar the exertions of the philanthropist 
may have interfei'ed with the office of the father. It is 
enough to say, that bereft of domestic happiness, 
Howard took his laat jouniey, knowing it to bo the last 
He visited Caiilington, provided for the wants of the 
poor in that neighbourhood, made his wUl, and parted 
with his humble friends as a father li^om his children. 
His intention was to extend his inquiries on the subject 
of the pli^;ue, and to proceed through HoUand, Ger- 
many, and Russia to Turkey, Anatolia, Egypt, and the 
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HIS DEATH. 151 

states of Bai'faaiy. He departed ou. the 5th of July, 
1789, and got as far as Cherson, in Kiiasian Tai-taiy. 
There, surrounded by strangers, fer away from his 
coimtiy and his home, in the pi'osecution of his beneTO- 
lent work, be caiight a virulent and infectioiis fever, and 
expired. He had marted a spot near the village of 
Dauphiny, in which, as soon as he was attacked, he 
expi'eased a wist to he hmied. " Lay me quietly in 
the earth," he said U> one at his bedside, " place a sun- 
dial over my grave, and let me be forgotten." He died 
on ite 20ih of January, 1190, in the 64tlk year of his 
age; a benefactor of his kind whose deeds still exei'cise 
a mighty influence in the world- — a man who had no 
thought of himself save inasmuch as he could minister 
to the welfare of his fellows, and who had no thonght 
for them except in obedience to the supreme command- 
ment of God, Not a word of comment need be added. 
The tale speaks for itself. 
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EGBERT SOUTEEY. 

CHAPTER THE EIEST. 

The life of Robert Southey is a picture the vmy fii-st 
sight of which elicits boundless Batisfoctioii ; frequent 
and close inspection qualifies delight ; a last and part- 
ing look would seem to justify the early admiration. 
The faults of the subject may thei'cfore be considered 
secondary and accidental ; its merits of the highest 
order and unimpeachable. So fine a form, perhap, is 
seldom disfigured by such uncouth drapery. The vices 
of Southey's character are the biunderings of the jour- 
neym'ui its viitues aie the i erfeet woik of N ituie an 1 
of Geniiis 

"We miy be jvftly pi ud of ui Lte Lauieate 
Lteiatuie does not eveiy iij piesent us with so 
woi'ti) a 9on students wlio forsake the troddei 
piths of life to earn their difficult crust by patient 
spinning of the br'un cannot find a moie lUustnous 
example The pmsuit f letters ^is the Usm>ss of 
Southty 3 1 fp t WIS also the first and l-^st joy of h s 
tent Rather than not it intervals breathe the pure 
an ind putike cf the gtllen light that await the wor 
ihippei on the t pmost heights ot Pimissus, he conde- 
scended to wort as a bondman, through winter and 
summer from year to year, on ils ban'en sides. Literar 



iLvGoOglf 



ture waa his glory, and he her pride. Providence, in 
its bounty, has granted us poets who have put forth a 
higher not* of enchantment; moralists who have 
preaclied. a more solemn strain; philosophers who have 
understood more clearly the foi-ce of everlasting truths; 
but in no age have intellectual power and moral woi-th 
and social dignity combined to present a finer instance 
of the literary man. 

In early youth Soutliej took to literature as a pro- 
fession when he might have adopted a more promising 
calling, and his stedfest adherence to his craft was mas- 
culine and perfect. Some men have given utterance to 
the craving soul in verse immortal as itself, and been 
satisfied with lie loud expression. Other's have stolen 
brief hours from the stem business of life to enjoy a 
passing gleam of the poet's happiness. But of such it 
cannot be affirmed tliat either the pursuit or the com- 
munication of knowledge formed the main object of 
their lives. Southey educated hia mind, became a 
scholar, devoured books with tlie sole aim and intention 
of devoting himself to literary dealings. A loving 
uncle wished Lim to enter the Church ; he sentenced 
himself to two years' study of the law ; but he could 
not finally bring himself to grasp either divinity or law 
as his staff, lest haply liferatnre might prove nothing 
better than a crutch. He dechned the one avocation, 
forsook the other, yet deliberately entered the profes- 
sion of his own selection with all the resolution and 
with quite as much of the sense of responsibility that 
accompany the most conscientious to the pulpit or the 

At the age of forty-six Southey b^au a history of 
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1S4 ROMET SOL-mBY. 

Ms life. He r^;istei'ed his recollections from earliest 
cbildLood, and communicated them in a series of letteiB 
to an old friend. His intention had been to carry those 
recollections down to the hour of writing, hut hia heart 
Mled him. The exquisite fragment of autobiography 
ceases already at "Weatminster School, and when the 
lad had hatdly attMne<:l his fifteenth year-. Had Southey 
found courage to persist in his task, he would have left 
behind iiim an autobiography unrivalled for personal 
and general intei'est and for its grace and genial styla 
The few precious sheets that I'cmain exhibit the writer 
in his most charming aspect. Before he had reached 
his foilieth year he had proved himself a master of 
prose. The playful fancy, indicating itself in delicate 
touches; the marvellous memory, evoking almost from 
the cradle the most affecting incidents of childhood; the 
fitculty of narrating in the simplest terms the simplest 
doings of a tranquil life, and of winning and rewarding 
attention by the very absence of effort — all so charac- 
teristic of Robert Soutliey in his happiest moods — are 
singularly illustrated in the few but valuable pages of 
which we speak. Unfortunately, because they are so 
few, the life of Southey has yet to be written ; for we 
cannot accept tiie contribution of Mr. Sonthey's son, 
important as it is, for more than it pretends to he. The 
six volumes before iis furnish materials for a future 
structure, hut are no more that edifice than so many 
rows of bricks may he said to constitute the building 
they must help to raise. The work, edited by the Rev. 
Charles Cuthbeit Southey, professes to give tiie life of 
his fether, but nothing whatever of that life is to be 
learnt, except what the reader has skill and judgment 



iLvGoOglf 



enough to gather for IiJmself from Bobert I 
Lettm-s, published not uuspaiiugly we grant, but cer- 
tainly after passing through the hands of one more than 
ordinarily desirous to pesent his suljeet in the ^rest 
hght before tike world. We will dismiss this portion of 
our critidam at once, by plainly esprrasing oui- r^ret 
tJiat the Rev, Mr, Southey has not been spared his 
delicate and not easy tast. We doubt veiy much 
whether the son of any man is the fit chronicler of his 
lather's life. ' We are certain that the son of Robei-t 
Souliey cannot be jiKt to the public, and not do 
violence to liis own reverential love. We are further 
convinced that tlie pi'eaent biographer, in bis very 
anxiety to reconcile editorial obligations with filial 
sjffection, has done great harm to the object that lay 
nearest his heart. We have to complain in the name 
of the public, of sias of omission, and of sins of commLs- 
sion on behalf of Itobert Southey. At every othei' page 
we grow impatient at the absence of all that is required 
to admit us into recesses which biography imdei^takes 
to lay open, and of all comment upon a t«xt that pro- 
voies rather than satisfies curiosity, that offers the 
mei-est glimpses of matter's which it is the diief office 
of the biographer to bring into the broad day. As 
frequenfJy are we aimoyed by the publication of passages 
thrown off by their author hastily in early youth — pos- 
sibly repented of almost as soon as written — oiien con- 
tradicted by passages recurring at a later date, and 
hardly more essential to a complete understanding of 
the poet's character than a I'ecord of his fractiousness 
at the interesting time of teething. Robert Southey 
would have sighed to rejieriise the niiconsidered 
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Utterances of his earlier letteiis. Why should the 
reader smile at them? Tlie voluminous collection of 
epistles for which we are indebted to the inde&tigable 
zeal of the Rev. Mr. Southey, are, we repeat, admirable 
raw mateiial, as far as they go, for the astute eritio and 
akilful biographer. They ought never to have been 
thrown in und^ested heaps upon tlie world ; nor would 
they, had the son of Eobort Southey been an older 
man, a more experienced writ«r, and blessed with good 
advisers. 

Robert Southey was horn in tie city of Biisfol, oa 
the 12th of August, 1774, and was the son of a small 
tradesman. His childhood, however, was pa^ed, not at 
home, but in Bath, at the residence of Miss lyier, bis 
aunt, of whom a speaiing portrait is drawn in the bio- 
gi-aphical fi'agment. Lament for the ill fortune that in- 
duced Southey to gut short that pleasant labour begins 
as soon as the inimitable Miss Tyler appeal's upon the 
scene, and never ceases till the fragment ends. Mjsa 
Tyler had a great contempt for Biistol society. She 
was passionately fond of theati'es, and die familiar friend 
of Ite gi'cat actors who exhibited on the boards of the 
Bath Theatre— the first establishment of the Mnd out 
of London. The gala days of her household wem those 
which found tragedians at her table. Then the lady 
would assiime the appearance and adopt the manneis of 
one who had been bi-ed in the best society, Mid be equal 
to her pretensions. Then, too, the best room was opened. 
At otlier times Miss lyier wm attired in a bedgown, 
went about in rags, and lived in the kitchen. But in 
rags as well as in kitchen, the lady was scrupulously dean ; 
her hatred of dust was a consuming passion ; and her 
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notions of nacleanness were as iixatkinal as those of a 
Hindoo. She once buried a cup for six weeks to purify 
it from the lips of one who, not being a favourite, was 
not considered dean. A eUair used by an unclean per- 
son was invariably dismissed to the garden to be aired. 
Once a man called upon business, and had the temerity 
to seat himself in the lady's own ehair I The effect of 
the crime Southey pronounces to have been tremendous. 
Her features gi'ew tragically fierce ; her language be- 
came irreverent ; her gealaculationa were those of one in 
wild distress, and she lifted up her eyes and hands like 
a woman lost in. hopeless misery or in the last exfremifry 
of mental anguish. With this lady Southey lived from 
the age of two fill six. He had no playmates ; he was 
never pennittod to do anything in which by any possi- 
bility he might conti-aot dirt ; he was kept up late at 
night in dramatic society, and kept in bed late in the 
morning at the side of his aunt, not daring to make the 
slightest movement that conld disturb her ; and his chief 
pastime— for neither at this time nor at a latei' period 
had Southey any propensity for boyish aporis — was 
pricking holes in playbills — an amusement, of course, 
suggested to him by Miss Tyler, and witnessed by her 
with infinite delight. As soon as the child could read, 
his aunt's friends furnished him literatiwe. The son of 
Francis Newbeny, of St Paul's-churchyai'd, and the 
well-known publisher of Goody Two Shoes, Giles ffim- 
gerbread, " and other such delectable histories in six- 
penny books for children, splendidly bound in the flow- 
ered and g^lt Dutch paper of former days," sent tbe child 
twenty such volumes, and laid the foundation of a love 
of books, which grew with the child's growth and did 
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not ceasB in age, even when the vacant mind and eye 
could only gaze in piteous though blissful imhecihty 
upon tlie things they loved. 

From Goody Two Shoes the advance was rapid and 
decided. Before the boy was seven yeai^s old, he had 
been to the thealie more frequently than he afterwards 
went from the age of twenty till his death. The conver- 
sations to which he listened were invariably of actors, 
of authois, and of the triumphs of both; the familiar 
books of the household were tragedies and " the acting 
drama." At eight, Beaumont and Fletcher and Shaks- 
peai'e had been read through. At fie same tender age 
the resolution was first formed to excel in the profession 
which the child heai^ extolled for its dignity from morn- 
ing till night. At first the actora of plays were esteem- 
ed beyond all other men ; these, in theu' turn, gave 
place to writers of plays, whom, almost as soon as he 
could hold a pen, the boy himself began to emulate. 
He was not quite nine when he set to work upon a tra- 
gedy, the subject being the continence of Scipio. In 
1782 he went as day boarder to a school in Bristol, 
learning from his master, as invariably proved the ease 
with him, much Jess than he contrived to teach himself. 
Before he had I'eaehed his twelfth year, he had read, 
with the keenest rehsh, translations of Jerusalem, Libera- 
ted and the Orlando Furiosi), and had been entranced 
with the Faery Queen of Spenser — a vision that never 
yet burst upon the youthfid poet's soui but to intoxicate 
by the brilliant magic of its sfiMns, and to elevate and 
strengtlien by the purity and loveliness of its matchless 
forms. At thirteen, Southey was not only master of 
Tasso, Arioato, and Spenser, but well acquahited also. 
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throBgh translations, with Homer and Ovid. He was 
ftimiliar with ancient history, and his acquaintance witli 
the light hteratiire of the day was bounded only by the 
supply. A more industiious infancy was never known ; 
but it was surpassed by the ceaseless energy of youtii, 
which, in its tm'n, was superseded by the unfaltering and 
unequalled labour of the man. We intreat the clamour- 
eiB for the rights of labour to bear in mind the record. 
No artisan in the workshop, no peasant in the field, no. 
handicraftsman at his board, ever went so young to his 
apprenticeship, or wrought so unremittingly through life 
for a bare hvelihood, as Robert Southey. Whatever 
dignity might attach to the vocation, of independence, 
so called, there was none. Sixty yeara' continued toil, 
though they rendered an honest, prudent, honourable 
and religious man happy and grateful in the midst of 
suffering and sorrow common to all, yet left him com- 
paratively poor and actually dependent upon the gen- 
erosity of his country. We dwell upon the feet to con- 
sole perseverance wherever it may be found, but espe- 
cially to warn off tJie mere adventm^r from ground on 
which the wisest and best prepared find it not easy to 
secure a footing. 

Southey tells us himself that he does not remember, 
in any part of his life, to have been so conscious of in- 
tellectnal improvement as he was from his twelfth to his 
fourteenth year, and lie attributes his advance as much 
to constantly eserciaing himself in English verse, as to 
any other cause. In tmth, he commenced his poetic la- 
bours as soon as he was breeched, and in a magnificent 
feshion that has known no parallel. " The boy is &- 
ther to the man." The former, at starting, associated po- 
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etic fame with the composition of lengthened epics ; the 
latter could never undei'^tand why his contemporaries 
foiled to CTown with laurel his proiraeted narratiyes in 
rei«e. Soutliej's confidence in his powers was at once 
flie main cause of his great success in literatui-e, and of 
his failure as a fimtriate poet. His ambition sustained 
him so long as it accompanied efforts to which his gen- 
ius was equal ; it betrayed him into wilful error, and 
confirmed him in obstinacy whenever it was associated 
with aspirations which he had no daim to pnt forth. 
The heroic attempts made by Southey before he was 
fearly a schoolboy, astonish by then- breadth, and amuse 
by th.^ boldness. Created for almost superhuman ex- 
ertion, it would seem that even in petticoats he could 
hardly think of the lightest of intellectual exercises ex- 
cept as a labour fit for an infant HercuJes to gi'apple 

At fourteen the young poet was sent to "Westminster. 
He remained at the school four years, when he was dis- 
missed for contributing a sarcastic attack upon corporal 
punishment to a peiodical which he and some of his 
schoolfellows had set on foot. He returned to Bristol 
to his aunt in 1*792, having formed fi'iendships at West- 
minster, which, it appeal's from the present volumes, 
were a consolation and a blessing to him until his dying 
hour. One schoolfellow was Mr. Groavenor Bedford, 
late of the Excheqiier, to whom the bulk of the pub- 
lished correspondence is addressed. Another was the 
lato Mr. C. W. W. Wynn, M.P., who for maay yeais, 
and until pi'ovision was made for Southey by the govern- 
ment, generously allowed his fiiend an annuity of a 
hundred and sixty pounds. The lad had scarcely left 
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school before lie had the misfortune ta lose liis father, 
who died a ruined and broken-hearted man. The 
Mndness of an uncle, however, who had paid Sonthey's 
expenses at Westminster, provided for the youthful 
genius, aad he proceeded to Oxford in Januai'j, 1793, 
when he entered at Balliol, having previously been 
declined at Chiist Church on account of his expulsion 
from Westminster. How close to the French Revo- 
lution OUT hero had arrived the reader will see by the 
date. He has yet to learn that with the first worthies 
of that Revolution, and with the cause of civil and 
religions libei'ty throughout the world, the author of the 
satire upon corporal punishment sympathised with al! 
his heart and soul. Southey went to Oxford an honest 
and a generons-hearted republican ; not, be it always 
remembered, because he had reasoned out his feith and 
could rest his conviction npou a satisfied judgment, but 
because his indignant spirit rose naturally against op- 
pression, and because it was the abiding eri'or of a good 
aiid virtuous man rashly to obey his impulses whither- 
soever they might lead, and to be blind to the daily 
sacrifice which a fine intellect was not too proud to 
make to most unworthy and unmeaning prejudice. 
We shall heai- more of this hereafter. 

It is unnecessary to state that Southey worted hard 
in his own way whilst he remained at Balliol, but many 
drciunstances combined to bring his residence to a close 
some time before its natural teiin. His uncle wished 
him to go into tiie Church, as we have said. Tlie 
nephew had no religious opinions to justify the step, 
and at no period of his life was he the man to play the 
hypocrite. In justice to his pation, however, he bnsied 
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liimself ivitli tlionghta of a profession, whilst liis lieatt 
became more and. more wedded to a purauit not yet 
included ia the category of le^timate callings. At firat 
he took to medicine, assiduously attended lectures, and 
got as far as tlie dissecting lOom, where the atmosphere 
sickened him. It tJien occurred to him to secure a 
competency by a stroke. He believed himself entitled 
to a reversion, and he offered it for sale. No pmchaser 
could he found, and no rCTeraion ever came. FaiEng 
here, he applied to one of his friends for ofScial employ- 
ment in London, Such employment is easier asked 
tlian obtained. Nothing seemed lefl for the adventurer, 
who had already reached his twentietli year, but 
emigration or open a]!^anc« to the perilous misfieas 
to whom finally he cimig, when Samuel Taylor Cole- 
ridge, then an undergraduate at Cambridge, paid a viat 
to Oxford, was introduced to Eobert South^, and 
suggested a scheme almost as wild aa the brain fiom 
which it emanated. The hoys, after what they deemed 
due deliberation, decided upon a plan worthy of Robert 
Owen. They, and as many brother adventurers as tkey 
could collect, would embark tor tie New World, and 
establish a eommimity there on a thoroughly Social 
basis. The world was out of joint, and they would set 
it right by presenting it fiar imitation a normal world oi 
intellectual contiivance. All the colonists were to marry 
forthwith ; the ladies were to cook and perfoim house- 
hold offices upon their arrival at their destination ; the 
men. were to cultivate land by common labour, and, 
when labour was over, to improve one another and 
themselves by social converse and literary undertakings. 
Plans of building were made, the form of tlie settlement 
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waa accurately defined, and nothing was wanting, at all 
events, to give the scheme a trial, but a siifficieiit 
quantity of that base metal, for lack of which the most 
promising buUdings have been doomed to perish me- 
lancholy carcases. "Money is a huge evil," writes 
Southey to b, friend ; with his head full of plans and his 
heart occupied wth an engagement, sagely contracted 
in his poverty, with a young lady, to whose sister the 
equally penniless Coleridge prudently engaged himself, 
and whose father had lately died, leaving a widow and 
sis diildren " wholly unprovided for." The " huge evil" 
was fatal. The grand emigration scheme died where 
it was horn — ^in tlie heads of its concoetora. But this 
was not the worst. Miss Tyler hearing of his Social in- 
tentions, and of his love for Miss Fricter, immediately 
shut her door in her nephew's face, and never opened 
it to him again. 

We dwell upon the early incidents of Southey's 
career, because tliey constitute all the active incidents 
of his life, Instractive as the whole story of that life 
unquestionably is, nothing can be more tranquil tiian 
its flow from the hour Southey dedded upon his course, 
and braced himself for a responsibility proudly and 
delihei'ately assumed. Fiom the moment he resolved 
to mate literature his sole business, Southey had but 
one thought — to give dignity to the occupation, and to 
ftilfll every pMsible duty of his position. The stru^e 
was fraught with action and excitement enough, but 
they were confined to his own invincible spuit, and 
were known to the world only when it profited by their 
admirable results. 

There was a feeble cifoit to try the socialist MchcoK' 
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in Wales upon a small scale, but tiie ridiculous charac- 
ter of the whole affair became evident to the young 
poets the moment they attempted to reduce their plans 
to practice. The notion of refonning the univeree rapidly 
gape place, as might be expected, in the case of Cole- 
ridge as well aa Southey, to the more imminent ques- 
tion of providing', without Iok of time, for their own 
dEuly bread. To obtain necessary food, they started as 
public lecturers in Bristol — Southey taking up history, 
according to his bent ; and Coleridge dealing with poli- 
ties and ethics. The historical lectures lasted many 
monflis ; they were well attended, and brought some 
money, btit not enough to enable Southey to publish a 
poem which he had written in his nineteenth, year, and 
now ardently longed to bring forth. At the remote 
period of which we speak there lived a bookseller in 
Bristol ; in the outskirts of that city, in honourable re- 
tirement, he still dwells. He has survived his illustrious 
contemporaries, and Kvea to find consolation in the re- 
collection of friends who, for fifty yeais, cherished the 
remembrance of his serviceable sympathy, and never 
spoke his name birt in gratefid affection. Joseph Cottle 
must by this time have travelled fiir beyond his three- 
score yeaiB and ten; we record it to the old man's 
prMse, that he came to the rescue of genius in its diffi- 
culties, and husbanded for mankind powei^s that might 
have been deseitod flirough disappointment, and crushed 
by despair, Cottle provided for the immediate wants 
of Coleridge, and offered Southey, much to his astonish- 
ment, fifty guineas for his impublished poem of Joan of 
Arc, with a present of fifty copies for his subsciibers, 
Southey noted the instance as the only one extant of a 
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bookseller proving as inexperienced and as eiithuaiaatie 
as an author himselt 

Joan of Arc was an epic of considerable length, dis- 
playing great ima^ualive powere, a singular mastery of 
language, and an extraordinary facility of verse. Nei- 
ther Joan of Arc, nor any other poem from Southey's 
pen, can taie its place side by side with the masf^rr 
pieces of those rare poets whose names become a 
nation's household words ; but tie first, and every 
subsequent metrical composition of the Poet Laureate, 
exhiHted, in a remarkable manner, qualities that ob- 
tained for tlieir possessor respect and admiration that 
will not readily be lost Vigour, fluency, great slill, a 
fine ear, a flowing pen, sti'ong perception, great learn- 
ing, copious and I'econ.dite illustration — none of them 
everyday gifts^ — were all at the ^vriter's command. One 
talent was given him in almost fatal exuberance. We 
have already adverted to it It unfitted him for the 
highest excellence, and betrayed him into repeated er- 
ror. The very abundance of fie poetic coin distiibuted 
by Southey depi'edated its value. The m^t precious 
of all metals, as our children may hereafter leani, will 
sufi'er from a glut One stands appalled in the presence 
of Southey's poetic feats. " Is it not a pity, Grosvenor," 
he writes to one of his poetic fiiends, "that I should not 
execute my intention of writing more verses than Lope 
de Vega, more tragediw than Dryden, and more epics 
(tan BJackmore ? The more I write the more I have 
to write. I have a Helicon Idnd of dropsy upon me, 
and creseit indnlgens siU." In another letter, written 
before he was twenty, lie remarks that he has accom- 
plished a most arduous task. " I have ti'anscribed all 
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my vei'ses ttat appear worth the trouble. Of these I 
took one list — anoUier of my pile of stuff and nonsense 
— and a third of what I have burnt and lost ; iipon an 
average 10,000 vei'ses are burnt and lost, the same 
number preserved, and 15,000 worthless. Consider 
that all my letters are excluded, and yon may judge 
what ■waste of paper I have occasioned," A note is 
added by the editor, to the effect that most of these ex- 
cluded letteiB were written in verse, and often oa fmtr 
sides of folio paper. Shaispeai'e has informed vs how 
the poet delivers up his heavenboim fancies, and we be- 
lieve him. Southey kiiis feith and makes us infidels 
for ever. A poet's eye " in fine flenzy rolling" is not 
the eye with which Robert Southey contemplated his 
creative wort and set about it. " I must fly fi«m 
thought," he writes to Horace Bedford in 1*793, " To- 
day I begin Cov^Kr's Somer, and write ati ode ; to- 
morrow read and write someUiing else.' As coolly he 
expresses himself nine yeai-s afterwards, upon the com- 
pletion of another long epic "It was my design to 
identify Madoe with Mango Capac, the legislator of 
Peru ; in this I have totally failed, thei'efore Mccngo Capac 
is to be the hero of another poem." Writing a thousand 
Unea, or destroying a thousand, the labour was equally 
effortless. "Yesterday," he tells a friend, "I drew the 
pen across 600 lines, and am now writing to you in- 
stead of supplying their place." But their place will be 
supphed the moment the letter is despatched, for "the 
poem goes over for publication very shortly." The 
fountain caa never be exhausted. It is as full, and 
flows as bountifully m 1809 as m 1793. No merchant 
ever advised Jiis correspondent more methodicallv and 
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accurately of the items of a cargo than the Lani'eate 
commnnicates to his brother, on the 25th of November, 
1809, the raeasuremeitt of a poem just taken ofl' -the 
stocks. " I have this day finished Kekama, having 
written 200 lines since yesterday morning ; twenty-four 
sections, 4,844 lines ; 200 or 300 more will probably 
be added in course of correction and transcriptioii ; and 
all has been done before breakfast, except about I'TO 
lines of the conclusion," "What Southey accomplished, 
howevei', difBcult i& it may be to realise the thought, 
was but a di-op in the ocean compared with the great 
flood which, in his youth, he had designed to pour from 
hia inexhaustible soul into our sadly parched world. He 
informs a correspondent, in 1812, what had been his gen- 
erous intention, had not prudence demanded a saciiftce 
which it almost broke the poet's heart to make. " I 
had a design," he says, "of rendermg every mythology 
which had evei' extended itself widely, and powerfully 
influenced the human mind, the basis of a narrative 
poem. I began with the reli^on of die Eoi-an, and 
consequently founded the history of the ^tory upon that 
resignation, which is the only virtue it his pioduted 
Had Thalaba been more successful, my whole design 
would hy this time have been effected ; foi, prepared ^a 
I was with the whole materials for each, and with the 
general idea of the stoiy, J should assvtedlj/ hate pio- 
dtuMsuch apoem every year." We cannot sympathise 
with the poet in his bitter regret that the opportunity 
of fulfilling his object was never permitted him. 

But, if Southey in his youth composed with rapidity, 
and gave free rein to a steed that might have been the 
better for the curb — if, insiead of Rubjecting his intellect 
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to the rigorous discipline, and to the severe habit of in- 
vestigation, for want of whict his well-intentioned and 
well-stored mind stumbled bo frequently in the dark as 
he advanced iu life — if, we say, instead of doing this, 
he would read without discrimination, and write without 
limit, it must not be supposed that the struggling lad 
had no true sense of the poet's mission. His very rev- 
erence for the poetic office induced bim to regard as au 
ordinary pursuit tlie only serious occupation in life 
which ceases to be cultivated with success the instant it 
is brought down to the level of a profession. Industri- 
ous fiom his cradle, he could find happiness only in em- 
ployment. He was happy beyond espression composing 
his Joan of Arc, though laden at heart with all the 
cares tliat can oppress the unfortunate, at the threshold 
of life. His future was uncertain, his present was one 
of penuiy. Whilst the precious sheets were piinting, 
he was walking the streets of Biistol without the means 
of purchasing a dinnei'. . When he lay down at night 
with no hope of providing for the neeessaiy food of the 
'morrow—if he could not deep, it was simply because 
his head was full of the verses, and busy witii tlie inci- 
dents that were to be committed to paper with the re- 
turning daylight. All that he gained by the publica- 
tion of Joan of Arc was over and over again forestalled 
by his lodging-house bill for tea, bread and butter, and 
similar modest fare, but tlie benefit derived from resolute 
persistence in (he labour that he loved, and prosecuted 
because it comforted and sustained him, compensated 
richly for trial and privation, had they been twenty 
times as terrible as they were. To work was part of 
Soutiiey's religion. 
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Shortly after Mr. Cottle's munificent pm'ohase of the 
copyright of Joan of Ai-c, Southf^'s wnole, who held a 
chaplaincy in Portugal, arrived, in England. He found 
his nephew a Unitarian in religion, and a Eadical in 
polities. Moreover, he saw him with no visible means 
of earning his bread, and yet engaged to he married. 
The rev. gentleman acted a father's part by tie unfortu- 
nate. To mend his faith, to improve his pohtics, and to 
wean his mind from an "imprudent attachment," he 
proposed a sis months' visit to Portugal preparatory to 
his adoption of the legal profession, for which pursuit 
the good uncle undertook to prepare him by a need- 
fid supply of funds. To gi'atiiy his mother, Southey 
consented to the trip ; but, as soon as his uncle had 
fixed the day for departure, he himself fised the same 
day for his union with Edith Fricker. They manied, 
and parted immediately after tbe ceremony was per- 
formed. Edith was poor, and Southey, who resolved to 
earn money by the sweat of his brow, feai'ed that she 
would hesitate to receive funds from one not legally 
her husband. To remove hec scruples, he assumed the 
right to provide for her wants. " Should I perish by 
shipwreck," he writes from Falmouth to Mr. Cottle, to 
the care of whose sisters he had left, his maiden wife, 
"or by any other casualty, I have relations whose pre- 
judice will yield to the anguish of affection, and who 
will love, cherish, and give all possible consolation to 
my widow." With these words Southey set sail for 
Portugal, and his wife, who had persuaded him to go^ 
and cried when he was going, though she would not then 
have permitted him to stay, meekly retired to her place 
of refuge, wearing her wedding-ring round her neck. 
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SouTHBY returned from Lisbon after a six months' stay, 
and proceeded at once to London, with his wife, to study 
the law. It was aa irksome latioitr to the man to whom 
imlJriiig industiy was the very salt of life. His memoiy 
was marvellous ftom childhood, but he could recollect 
literally nothing of his legal lore the moment he had closed 
his hooka. He states that it was not difficult to master 
the principles or to understand the fiiets which such 
books submitted lo his eye, so long as his eye was per- 
mitted to Mst upon them. That once removed, how- 
ever, and the whole machinery vanished immediately 
"like the basele^ febric of a vision." A year of torture 
elapsed and Southey gave up the profitless piuBuiL A 
second visit was made toPortngalin 180O— this time in 
company with his wife — for the benefit of Ms health; and 
advantage w^ taken of the sojourn to obtain a thorough 
acquaintance with Portuguese literature. In I80I, the 
sti\dent and his wife wei'e in England again, with no 
better prospects than before, but by no means repentant 
of the past or disheai'tened for the future. In 1802 
comes a glimpse of good fortune, and a blaze of pro- 
mise. Interest has obtained for the poet the somewhat 
uncongenial appointment of piivat* seci'etary to the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer in Ireland, with a salary of 
iOOL a-year, and he hastens to Dublin to undertake the 
duties of his office. They are not very arduous, for, to 
say the truth, he has nothing whatever to do. The Right 
Hon, Isaac Cony, the minister, his master, alive to the 
fact, proposes to his secretary the tuition of his son. 
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The proposition ia manftUly rejected, and Southey re- 
signs his appointmeEt in a very few months after he 
had accepted it. He goes back to Bristol nothing re- 
gretting that he has thrown up " a foolish ofBce and a 
good salaiy," and bravely seta to wort for tie hook- 
sellera. He has " a job in hand for Longman and Eees, 
which will bring him in 80^^ [i pvssibtUt)/ of iOl., and a 
chance of a furtJier SO/." What look out can be more 
magnificent ? 

We approadi an inddent in the poet's life which 
brings us in presence of one of the finest features of Jiis 
noble cliai'aeter. While struggling at this time on his 
own account against wind and tide he became acquainted 
with the forlorn conditjon of Mrs. Newton, the sister of 
Chatferton, who, it will be remembered, was, as well as 
Southey, a native of Bristol. Mrs. Newton and her 
family were in great distress, and to provide for their 
wants Southey undertook, in conjunction witb Mr. Cot- 
tle, to publish by subscription a complete edition of 
Chatterton's works. The labour, not a slight one, was 
consiaenlaously performed. The edition appeared in 
three vohimes octavo at the end of the year 1802, and 
Southey and his fidead had the extreme gratification of 
payiiig over to Mi«. Newton no less than 300/. as the 
produce of their industry. The sum rescued the family 
from poverty, and made them happy in their latter days. 
Two years before, Southey, writing to his brother from 
Portugal, had entreated him to pursue his medical stu- 
dies steadily, and to rely upon the writer's assistance the 
moment he was able to aflbrd it. "By the time," he 
writes, " you have acqnired enough previous knowledge 
I trust some of my eggs will be hatched, so that you 
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may gi^aduate eitlier at Edinburgli or in Germany, as 
shall appear best. On my return you shall have a 
home, and I trust more comfortable Hian any you have yet 
had. We are lising in tlie world ; it is our tui'n, and 
mil be our own fenlts if we do not, all of us, attain that 
station in the world to ■which our intellectual rank en- 
Note the proud expression of conscious power, and 
admire the patient, humble perseverance which in 
Southey's case invariably accompanied it ! The ardent 
poet did not wait imtil his return to England to advance 
his brother's interest. During his absence he had com- 
pleted his poem of " Thslaba." He had fixed i(s value, 
and thus he writes (o his mother respecting his brother 
and his composition— 

" About Harry, it is necessary to remove him ; his 
room is wanted for a more profitabie pupil, and he has 
outgrown his situation. I have an excellent letter from 
him, and one from William Taylor, advising me to place 
hira with some provincial surgeon of eminence, who wiU 
for a hundred guineas board and instruct him for four 
or five yeara. A hundred guineas ! Well, but thank 
God, there is ' Thalaba ' ready, for which I ask this sum. 
I have, thei-efore, ttus eat my cali^ and desired William 
Taylor to inquire for a situation — and so once more goes 
the furniture of my long expected house in London." 

It was not the first time that Robert Southey thus 
forestalled his earnings. For himself, from the eai'liest 
hour of his difficult career until its melancholy dose, he 
never contracted a debt, or pei'mitted one indulgence 
which his means did not hberally justify ; yet his whole 
battle was fought with a load upon bis back which 
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would quickly enough have cnished oi disgusted, a 
spirit less hrave, less hopeful, less magnanimous than 
hia own. Hia father died poor, aud left hit, brethren to 
be advanced by hia md. Soiithey was never so poor as 
not to be able to extend it. He was not two-and-twenty 
when Mr. Lovel, who married his wife's sister, fell lU of 
fever, died, and, left his widow and child witliout the 
slightest provision. Robert Southey took moUier and 
child at once to his humble hearth, and there the foimer 
found happiness until his death. Coieridge, not sufB- 
eientiy instructed by a genius to which his contempora- 
ries did homage, in a waywMd and unpardonable mood 
withdrew himself irom the consolations of home ; and 
in then' hour of desertion his wife and ehiidren wei'e 
saved half the knowledge of their hardships by find- 
ing a second husband and another fatter in the sanctu- 
ary pi'ovided for them by Robert Southey. 

"It is my fate," he writes on one occasion, when 
asking promotion for his bmther in the navy, " to have 
more clauoants upon me than usually Ml to the share 
of a man who has a femily of his own ; and if Tom's 
circumstances could be mended by a lift in his profession 
it would be a relief to him as well as to me." But 
tJiroughout the whole of his correspondence we cannot 
detect one impatient murmur at his position, or the least 
intimation that he regai'ded the wants of his relatives 
but as BO many responabihtjes which it was his duty as 
well as highest gratification cheerfully to meet. "One 
reason why my father's expenditure," says the bii^ra- 
pher, " was with difficulty feept within his income was 
that considerable snms were, not now and then, but 
K^larly, drawn from him by his less successful rela- 
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tives." Most assuredly, Itobert Southey worked not the 
less vigorously and contentedly on that account. 

Bearing the fact in mind, however, we shall be able 
to do justice to the conduct of a man whose sympathies 
for misfortune stretched further than his own door, and 
to estimat* in some degi'ce the splendid sacrifices which 
he could also make to friendship. In 1811, his friend 
William Taylor falls into misfortune. He writes to Dr. 
Gooch on the subject, proposing that the friends of 
Tayloi" should without delay raise a sum sufficient to 
purchase an annuity, or contribute annually a fixed 
payment towards their unfortunate friend's support. 
" I am ready now," he says, " witli a yeariy ten pounds, 
or with fifty at once. If more were in my power more 
should be done ; but if his friends do not love him well 
enough to secure liim at least 100?. a-year, one way or 
other, the world is worse than I thought it." Again, 
a few yeare aftei'wards, " Sea] up 101." he writes to Mr, 
Bedfoi-d, " and leave it with Mr. Riekman, directed for 
Charles Lamb, Esq., from R. S. It is for poor John 
Morgan, whom you may remember some twenty years 
ago. This poor feUow, whom I knew at school, and 
whose mother has sometimes asked me to her table when 
I should otherwise have gone witliout a dinnei', was 
left with a fair fortune of from 10,000i. to 15,000?., and 
without any vice or extravagance of his own he has lost 
the whole of it. A sti-oke of the palsy has utterly dis- 
abled him from doing any thing to maintain himself. 
In this pitiable case, Lamb and I have promised him 10/. 
a year each as long as he lives. You will understand 
that this is an explanation to you, not an applicatian. 
In a case of tliis kind contiibulions become a matter of 
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feeling and duty among those who know the party, but 
atrangei's are not to be looked to." In 1821, Mr, May, 
a gentleman from whom Southey in early life had re- 
ceived substantial service, fell into serious p«cuniaiy dif- 
fieulties himselfl On the 10th of December in that 
year the poet writes to his old benefactor, entreating him 
to breat away from business, and to put himself in the 
mail for Keswick, that change of air and scene may as- 
sist hiia in bearing his anxieties, and enable him " to lay ■ 
in a store of pleasant recollections." At the same time 
while confessing that it is not often he allows himself to 
wish the accidents of fortune had been more in his 
favour, Southey intimates that by the same post he has 
directed his friend ]B«;lford to toansfer to Mr. May 
625/. in the Three per Gents. — his whole savings I " I 
wisli it was more," are his words, " and that I had more 
at command in any way. I shall in the spring, if I am 
paid for the first volume of my Histoiy as soon as it is 
finished. 1001. 1 should, at all events, have sent you 
then. It shall be as much more as I may receive," We 
make no apology for dwelling at length upon these 
circumstances. If biography be not utterly woithleas, 
these illustrations of Southey's character have an in^ti- 
mable value. Look at him, pen in hand, the indelati- 
gable day labourer in his literary seclusion, with no in- 
heritance but his vigorous intellect, no revenue but such 
as his well-stored mind and matchless industry can fm-- 
nish, perfect in the manifold relation of husband, brothei:, 
fethei', friend, and by his chosen labours delighting and 
instructing the world, as well as ministering to the daily 
happiness of his needy circle, — Look, we say, and con- 
fess that heroism is here which conquerore might ei vy ! 
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Nor was it alone by gifts of money tliat Soutiiey 
evinced tlie natural goodness of his heart, and tis eager 
deMTe to tieneflt his fellow-men. He was never so occu- 
pied but that he could find time to guide uninsti'ucted 
genius through its mazy paths, and, if ueeeasaty, to ac- 
company the aspiring and friendless some distance on 
then critical and uncertMn journey. Few things are 
more affecting than the relations of Southey ivith the 
young and ardent poets who at various times applied to 
him for encouragement and help, and who never ap- 
proached in fear but to be dismissed with even more 
than Lope and healthy reassurance. A year or two 
after he had helped to rescue Chatterton's sister from 
want, poor Henry Kirlce White published his small 
volume of poems, which was at once merdiessly and 
unjustly attacked by one of the leading Eeviews of the 
day. The pathetic letter which Kirka Whito addressed 
to the Review, explaining the peculiar circumstances 
under which hia verses were written, caught Southey's 
eye, and he wrote immediately to the lad, beseeching 
him 1o bear up, to proceed in the road he had taken, 
and to rely upon the writer's aid if he should think fit 
to publish again. Kirks White retunied a gi'ateful an- 
swer to his coiTespondent, promised to act in confoi'mity 
with hia instructions, and proceeded to Cambridge, 
where hard work rapidly killed him. What Kirke 
White could not do for himself Southey accomplished 
for him after his death. He collected his Eemahis, 
wrote a brief memoir of bis life to accompany them, 
and vindicated the genius whidi was extinguished be- 
fore it had time to secure its immortality. 

A melancholy halo surrounds the history of more 
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than one fine-spirited youth, who, encouraged by tie 
tenderness exhibited for Kirke White, freely eommuni- 
oafed to Soutbey their poetic longings, with the hope 
of interesting the benefiictor on their behalf. In 1813 
a, lad of the name of Dusautoy, then about seventeen 
years, of age, the son of a retired officer firing in Devon, 
and one of a numerous family, inclosed some verse'? to 
Southey, requesting the poet's opinion and advice as to 
their publication. Souihey's answer was to wam and 
teai^ forbearance. " Abstain from publication," was the 
sage advice ; " I'ead and write. Shoot at a high mark, 
and you will gain strength of arm. Precision of aim 
■will come in its proper season." The boy proceeded to 
Cambridge, Southey having taken some trouble to pro- 
cure him admission into Emmanuel. In the college 
examinations he stood the fli'st of his year in classics, 
and fouilh in mathematics ; he obtained several exhibi- 
tions, and was on the high road to University honoiirs, 
when he fell a victim to a fever that broke out in the 
town. "I do not think," says Southey, " there evei' 
lived a youth of higher promise." At one time he in- 
tended to publish the student's papers. " In seeking to 
serve him," ha says, " I have been the means of sending 
him prematurely to the grave. I will at least endeav- 
our to preserve his memory." 

The ease of Herbert Knowles has a still more pain- 
ful interest than that of Dusautoy. Knowles was a 
poor boy of the humblest origin, without father or 
mother, yet with abilities sufficient to excite the atten- 
tion of sti'angers, who subscribed 201. a year towards 
his education, upon condition that his friends should 
ftuuish 3Q;. more. The boy was sent to Richmond 
8* 
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School, Yorkshire, preparatory to hia proceedjno; as a 
sizar to St. John's, hut when he qiiittel school the 
fiiends were unable to advance anotJier sixpence on his 
account. To help himseK Herhcrt Knowies wrote a 
poem, seat it to Southey, with a history of his case, 
and asked p«rnussiou to dedicate it to the Laureat*. 
Southey, finding the poem " biimfnl of power and of 
promise," made inquiries of the schoolmaster, . and re- 
ceived the highest character of the youth. He then 
answei'ed the applicaljon of Knowlea, entreated him to 
avoid present puhheation, and promised to do something 
hetler than receive his dedication. He suhscrihed at 
once lOL per annum towards the failing SOi., and pro- 
cured similar suhscriptiona from Mr. Rogers and die 
late Lord Speneer. Herbert Knowies receiving the 
news of his good fortune, wrote to his protector a letter 
remarkable for much more than the gratitude which 
pervaded every line. He remembered that Kirte 
Whit« had gone to tlie university countenanced and 
supported by patrons, and that to pay hack the debt 
he owed them he wrought day and night, imtil his 
delicate frame gave way, and his life became the pen- 
alty of his devotion. Herbert Knowies felt that he 
could not make the same desperate efforts, and deemed 
it his first duty to say so. " I will not deceive," he 
writes in his touching anxiety ; — 

" Far be it from me to fosl«r expectations which I 
feel I cannot gratify. Two yeare ago I came to Rich- 
mond totally ignorant of classical and mathematical 
literature. Oat of that time, daring three months and 
two long vacations, 1 have made hut a retrograde 
course. If 1 enter into competition for anivorsity hon- 
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ours, I stall kill myself. Could I twine, to gratify my 
friends, a laurel witli the cypress, I would not repine, 
but to saciifiee the little iaward peace which tbe wreck 
of passion lias left behind, and relinquish eveiy hope 
of fiititte excellence and future usefulness in one wild 
and unavailing pursuit, were indeed a madman's act, 
and worthy of a madman's fate." 

The poor fellow promised fo do what he could, 
assured his friends that he would not be idle, and that 
if he could not reflect upon them any extraordinary 
credit, he would certainly do them no disgrace. Hei'- 
bert Knowles had taken an accurate measure of his 
strength and capabilities, and soon gave proof that he 
spoke at the bidding of no uncertain monitor within 
him. Two months after his lettei- fo Southey he was 
laid in hia grave. The fli'e consumed the lamp even 
fester than the ti'embling lad suspected. 

But we must dwell no longer upon this iair portion 
of the Laureate's character, though it be the fairest we 
have it in our power to present, Ebenezer Elliott, the 
corn-law rhymer, who died the other day, might have 
told us how much heowedof his success to the judidous, 
and ever-ready advice of Robert Southey ; and Chaun- 
cey Haie Townshend still lives fo acknowledge such 
obligations as are due from son to sire. The reader 
who consults Soufhey's coii'espondence will note reiter- 
ated instances of goodwill, benevolence, and tenderest 
sympathy, exercised under circumstances that might 
eaalyhave framed a sufficient apology for their absence. 
Let them not be forgotten, when it becomes our duty 
to present a view of the Laureate, upon which the sun 
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■will not be found, perhaps, to shine so cleaiiy and so 
brightly ! 

At the age of thirty Soiithey was fairly in harness, 
devoting half his time to the booksellei's, who furnish- 
ed him the meana of living, and half to the proaeeu- 
Ijon of his darUng pursuits, and to the supposed foun- 
dations of his fame. It was his belief that genius had 
no excuse for foUiea and eccentridlies, which are culpa- 
ble in dulness, and he would not allow himself the 
luxury of metrical composition, until the prosaic wants 
of his household were honeetly supplied. Pi'ovidence 
has rewarded consoientious industry. The reputation 
of Southey, cniionsly enough, rests upon the works 
he wrote in the discharge of humble duty. It has 
been already s£ud that the poet went to Oxford liberal 
in his polities to the last degree. He returned from 
the University equally enthusiastic. As late as 1804, 
when he was thirty, we find him complaining tiiat 
"Pitt will go blundering on till everybody, by mis- 
erable experience, thinks him what I always did," and 
looking to Fox for such advancement as a Ministry 
could g^ve him. Eight years afterwards, however, upon 
tie assassination of Mr. Perceval, we find Mr. Fox's 
admirer speaking very much in the strain of Mr. Pitt's 
supporter; hut when, how, or why the important 
change in Southey's political opinions toot place, the 
editor of these volumes takes no pains to inform us. 
The secret of his conversion lies, we think, not very 
deep. The key to that, and to other stranger anoma- 
lies, Southey himself liberally places in the hands of 
all who attentively read his coirespondence. "We shall 
n to produce it. 
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In 1804 Southey Icoli up his abode amongst tie 
mountains of Cumberland, and in the house in which, 
just forty years afterwards, he closed his active, thoiigh 
tranquil career. From first to last there was but slight 
variation in the course of his life. 

"My aelions,' he writes, "are as regular as St. 
Dunstan'a quarler-boys. Three pages of histoiy after 
breakfast {equivalent to five in smidl quai'to printing) ; 
then to transcribe and copy for the press, or to mate 
my selections and bit^aphies, or what else suits my 
humour, till dinner time ; from dinner till tea I read, 
write letfeiB, see the newapapeis, and very often indulge 
in a siesta. After tea, I go to poetry, and correct, and 
I'ewrite, and copy, till I am tired, and then turn to any- 
tiling e|se till supper." 

The result of his intense and regular application 
is marvellous. We question whether any writer of any 
country ever produced so much. The fountain never 
ceased to flow until, fairly exhausted, it could yield no 
mom. The man had but one brain and but one paiv 
of hands, yet be performed at one time the labour of 
an academy. 

"Last night," he writes to Mr. Bedford, in 1806, "I 
began the preface to tlie Specimens of Sn^lish Poets. 
Huzza ! And now, Grosrenor, let me tell you what I 
have to do. I am writing — 1. The Sistc/ry n/ Por- 
tugal. 2. The Chronicle of the Cid. 3. The Curse of 
Kehama. 4. S^iriella's Letters. Loot you, all these 
lam writing. The second and third must get into 
the prras and out of it before this lime twelvemonths, 
or else I shall be lite the civil list. By way of inter- 
lude comes in the preface. Don't swear, and bid me 
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do one thing at a time. I tell you I can't aftbrd to do 
one thing at a time ; no, nor two neitter ; and it is 
only by doing many things that I contrive to do so 
much; for I cannot wort long at anything without 
hurting myself and I do eveiything by heata : Ihen, 
by the time I am tared of one, my inclination fbr 
another is at hand." 

Success or faUiite, well paid or ill paid, it is all the 
saraa Courage never gives way, perseverance never 
flags. If the public are slow to appreciate the ^ganfie 
epics, posfeiity wilt show a just«r discrimination. He 
knows full well that " one overwhelming propensity has 
formed his destiny, and maiTed all pi'ospecta of rank 
and wealth; but it has made Mm happy, and will, 
make him immortal !" If the booksellere will not ven- 
ture a sixpence upon Modoc, is lie not revenged by 
unworthily employing his pen upon laboure which they 
ai'e content to remunerate more handsomely ! Another 
mode of taking vengeance was thoroughly Soulheyan. 
Religiously believing that a second generation would 
hml a Milton in the writer of Thalaba, he resolved 
not to publish any more corrected editions of hia poems 
during his lifetime, but to leave such connections of all 
as would avail to ^ve a second lease of copyright to 
his children. The demand of a future public would be 
overwhelming, and thus he would disappoint and 
agonise the bootsellei's ! And so he went on writing epics t 

In 1807, Sir Walter Seoft proposed to.Southey 
that he should contribute to ihe Edinburgh Review. 
Southey's answer intimates how far he had travelled 
from Edinburgh politics. " To JefFeiy, as an individual," 
he writes in reply, "I shall ever be ready to show every 
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kind of individual courtesy ! but of Judge Jeftery, of 
the Edinburgh Revkw, I must ever l^ink and speak as 
of a bad politidan, a worse moralist, and a critic, in 
matters of taste, equally incompetent and unjust." 

A few months before " something had been picked 
out of the fire " for Southey, in the shape of a Govern- 
ment penston for "literary services," amounting to 
160^. per annum clear, and the following year he found 
a congenial home for his altered sentiments in the 
Quarterly, a periodical maiuly established to counter- 
act the influence of the Scottisli Reoiew, and set on foot 
at the instigation of the late John Murray. 

The pension and the constant and well-remunerat- 
ed employment provided by the Quarterly, removed 
all anxiety on the scoi« of daily bread. The former 
enabled the laboui'er to ensure his life for his family ; 
the latter yielded a sufficient and certain income, liie 
poet's idea of a competency was realised ; that is to say, 
his latest idea, for he had many on the subject. In 
volume i. of the correspondence, when he had nothing 
at aU, earthly happiness nieant 100/. a-year certain. 
In volume ii, the prospect enlarged, though still " the 
views and hopes were bounded to an income of 500Z." 
Happy ike genius that could find content within that 
narrow cirele ! 

CHAPTER THE THIllD. 

The mere events of Southey's life, from his thirtieth 
year until his death, might be told in a paragraph. An 
extract from his own letter has shown how he passed a 
day in his happy retirement. One day is a sample of all. 
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When it is added that he became the tutor of his own 
sons and the hospitable enteilainer of as many visitors 
to tlie lakes as came armed with letters of introduction 
to the poet, some idea may he formed of the demands 
made throughout life upon his intellect and lime. 
That he should have been able to accomplish so much 
is miraculous ; and jet what he lived to complete con- 
stituted but a small portion of the ambitious designs 
harboured in liis restless brain. One intended high 
achievement is spoken of from tJie fli'st volume to the 
last. Eveiy spare moment tliTOUgh long years had been 
devoted to the collection of materials, which, once mar- 
shalled into form, wei'e intended to lival in interest and 
duration of frame the great memorials of Herodotus 
and Thucydides. " Hand to mouth, work," he writes 
very early in his career, "is very disheartening, and 
interferes cruelly with bett«r things. But from my 
Sistory cf Portugal I do expect permanent profit, and 
snch a perpetual interest as shall relieve me." Every 
volume of the correspondence contains a reference to 
this cheiTshed wort In truth, the constant return of 
the burden Ms on ihe ear lite the mournful strains of 
a chorus bewaihng the impotency of human efforts and 
the vanity of all sublunary schemes. The work of 
his life — as if he had not performed the labour of a 
dozen lives — Southey, dying, left unfinished. When 
shortly before his death the noble vessel of his mind 
cracked and gave way, tlie recollection of his grand 
deagn hovered over the spleudid ruin as a spirit of 
consolation and peace. The History of Portugal was 
the day-dream of the old man, when dreams were all 
that remained to him of the reality of life. 
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Sii' Walter Scott was aiuongat tte best and stead- 
ipst fiiends of Soathey, "We have seen him anxious to 
connect him with the Edirtburgh Review. In 1809 he 
spoke on his behalf to Canning, who proposed for his 
friend an appointment in his own department of the 
value of ZQQl. per annum. Sir Walter on sufficient 
grounds declined it, and then suggested to Southey a 
professorship at one of the Universities. Professor- 
ships in England " are fenced ahout with suhseription," 
and in 1809 Southey could not suhscribe as I'cadily as 
he might twenty years afterwards. In 1813, upon the 
death of Pye, the Poet Irfiureate, the offei' of the vacant 
appointment was made to Scott, who excused himaeW 
" as being incompetent to the task of annual commem- 
oration," but strongly recommended Southey as a fit 
recipient of the honour. Upon Southey, at Scott's 
desire, the laurel was accordingly confen'cd. In 1817 
the librarianship of the Advocate's Library at Edin- 
burgh, with a salary of 400^. per annum, and a pros- 
pect of increase, was offered to the Laureate, biit his 
age — for he had reached his forty-fom'th year — his 
dislike of dties, his comparative freedom from pecimiary 
anxieties, hia love for his chosen profession, disinclined 
him for removal from Keswick, and he I'efused. He 
I his old path, writing regularly for the 

irterly, publishing at stated intervals his prose and 



3 poetic compositions; mcreasmg 



his stock of books. 



and gathering from all imaginable sources an inwtl- 
culable amount of variegated lore. There ai* breaks 
in tiie placid career, such as occur in the progress of 
all. One year he loses an infant, of whom he is "fool- 
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ishly fond ;" another Tear lie suffei's a moi'e bitter loss 
in the death of a hoy already old enough to give prom- 
ise of excellence, and to take a lively interest in the 
pursuits and reputation of his BU'e and sole insti'uc- 
tor. "You know," he writes to Mr Bedf d at the 
time of this great misfortune, "h w miih I usei to 
unbend and play with the children t equent te vala 
of study, as though I were an lie mm Of this I 
am quite incapable, and shaD long cont nue °o No 
circumstances of my foi'mer life ever bro ight th it 
so great a change as that which I daily and hourly 
feel, and perhaps shall nevei' cease to feel." He justly 
estimated the weight of this heavy blow. He never 
thoroughly recovered it. A few year's afterwaids ad- 
ditional misery was poured into the cup. Returning 
from a visit to Holland in 1826, he found his daughtei' 
Isabel laid on a bed of sickuess, from which she did not 
rise again. " Well do I, though but a child," writes 
the biographer, " remember that return, as we hastened 
to meet him, and changed by our sorrowful tidings his 
cheerful smile and glad welcome to teare and sadness. 
It was the first time I had seen sorTOw enter tiiat hap- 
py home ; and those days of altemate hope and fear, 
and how he paced the garden in uncontrollable an- 
guish, and gathered us round him to prayer when all 
was over, are vividly impressed upon my mind." Tha 
domestic picture gets sadder as time wears on ; but 
upon what earthly tabernacle do the " shades of the 
prison house" not pensively close ? In 1834 Soutliey's 
eldest daughter married. "The best days of home 
were over." Shortiy afterwards his son Cuthbert quit- 
ted the roof to be prepared for Osfoi'd, and very soon 
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a, calamity occurred that made all other soirows fade 
in tte c-ompariaon. The motlier of tlie house was 
bei'eft of her reason. The anxieties of the household 
had told upon a dehcate frame, and the sole hope of 
restoration was instant removal from home. The 
dreadfiil journey which poor Lamb oftener than once 
had taken with his sister, Soutiiey underwent with his 
Edith. "Forty yeais, " he writes to Grosvenor Bedford 
from York, " has she been the life of my life — and I 
have left her this day in a !«natic asylum." In the 
same brief letter he expresses the I'esignalion of a 
Christian and the confident courage of a man. " God, 
who has visited me with this affliction," he says, "has 
given me strength to bear it, and will, J know, support 
me to the end, whatever that may be. To-morrow I 
return to my poor children. I have much to be thank- 
ful for under lliis visitatjoni. For the first time in my 
life (he was sixty years old) I am so far beforehand 
with the world that my means are provided for the 
whole of next year, and that I can meet this additional 
espenditure, considerable in itself, without any diffi- 
culty." Again — " Mine is a strong heart I will not 
say that the last week has been the most trying of my 
life ; but I will say that the heart which could bear it 
can bear anything." Much as tte heart had been tried, 
it had not undei'gone the unrelenting conflict of his 
mind. The former might well be proof against afflic- 
tion whilst the latter was already tottering. 

In (he height of liia great affliction — at a time we 
ai^e told when Southey was working more closely than 
ever — two letters, in one enclosure, reached his desolate 
house from the minister of the day. Sir Kobert Peel 
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had recommended the Laureate to tlie ting foe the dis- 
tincfioQ of ft baronetcy. So little were hia affairs known, 
so creditably and so modestly had he borne himself, 
that it was generally supposed Souihey, with other suc- 
cessful writers of the day, had secured a, handsome com- 
petency by hia labours, and that an accession of rank 
would be as acceptable an addition to his wealth as it 
had proved to his brother poet at Abbofaford. In one 
of the two letters referred to was a form^ announce- 
ment of His Majesty's intention ; the other was a 
private letter from Sir Robert, requesting Southey to 
say unreservedly how best the minister might serve 
hun, and so And some consolation himself for the many 
heavy sacrifices entailed by the possession of ofBce. 
Southey's reply was like himself. He forwarded to 
Sir Robert Peel a dsax statement of his position, and 
respectfully declined the pi'ofifered distinction. Without 
loss of time — and, indeed, there was little time to lose, 
for it was April, 1835 — Sir Robert attached his name 
to a waiTant which added SOOl. annually to the amount 
of Southey's pension, and made at least one deserving 
man the happier for his four months' tenure of the reins 
of power. 

In 1837, Mrs, Souihey, who had been taken hack to 
Keswick some time before, closed her pitiable existence. 
For three years she had suffered her terrible affliction, 
and during the whole of that time Southey had be- 
trayed no loss of power in body or mind. With the 
death of his wife, however, and with the withdrawal of 
one great incitement to exertion, he became at once an 
altered man. At first the indications of change were 
slight and unolisCTved. He found it difficult to accom- 
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modal* himself to his altered circumstaiicea. " lliere is 
no one," he moumfiilly writes, " to partake with me the 
recollections of the best and happiest portion of my hfe ; 
and fo* that I'eason, were there no other, such recollec- 
tions must henceforth be purely painful, except when 1 
connect them with the prospects of futuiity." His 
sprts we-e no longei', as they had previously been, 
uniformly cheerful ; his air and gait gradually parted 
y th their accustomed elasticity. In 1 838 a trip to the 
cont ne t was proposed by a few of his dearest friends. 
H s s n the bi<^rapher, formed one of the party, and 
could not iail to detect a considerable change in his 
father since they had last travelled in company. His 
movements .were slower; he was subject to sti'ange 
and unusual fits of absence, and he exhibited an inde- 
cision in his manner and an unsteadiness in his step 
that liad nothing in common with the vigour and fiim- 
neas that belonged to the spirit and flesh of Robert 
Southey, As the party proceeded on their joimiey the 
signs of mental decrepitude became more painful. He 
would continually lose his way in the most iiuniliar 
places, and, being narrowly watched by his child in 
consequence, would now smile at his errors as if to cloak 
their oHgin, and now openly confess an affecting con- 
sciousness of his revealed infirmities. We have omitted 
to say that, in addition to his other writings, Southey 
invariably tept a minute record of all that he saw on 
his travels. What he did not do in the way of com- 
porition it is difBcult, in truth, to say. We half suspect, 
from an intimation in the volumes before us, that he 
even kept faithful copies of his countiess letters. His 
last journal, containing an account of the tour of which 
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we speai, is but too accurate an index of the oonditioii 
of mind under which it waa compoaed. It breaks off 
abruptly when about two-tiiirds of the (our were com- 
pleted, and shows a gradual but perceptible change in 
the hand-writing — " a change which, as his malady 
crept on, became more and more marked, until in some 
of the last notes be ever wrote the letters are fonned 
like the early efforts of a child." The continental 
journey, as we have said, took place in 1838. At tbe 
close of that year we find the shaken man, then in his 
sixty-fifth year, residing for a time with Mi'. Bowles. 
In 1839, and on the 6th of June, Southey married Mr. 
Bowles' daughter. The bii^apher contents timself 
with a simple announcement of the fact. We follow liis 
example. 

On his way home to Keswick, after hia marriage, 
Southey passed a few days in London. No doubt any 
longer existed of his melancholy decline. The vigour 
of his feculties was gone. His body was thin and 
shrunk, his animated face had lost its tii'e, his intellect 
had no vestige of its former clearness. A friend who 
visited him noticed, in the courae of conversation, an 
obvious confusion of ideas. " He lost imnaelf for a 
moment ; he was conscious of it, and an expression 
passed over his countenance which waa exceedingly 
toncliing — an expression of pain and also of resigna- 
tion." The friends of the poet attributed his ailments 
to repeated attacks of influenza, from which he had re- 
peatedly suffered. Weai'ly half a century of incessant 
mental toil could give a more rational solution of the 
utter wreck The candle had burnt to the socket — the 
brain was exhausted-— the intellectual fibre was utterly 
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worn out. He soon ceased to wort at all ; and for 
Soufliey to cease from labour, was to tie deprived of 
reason, strength, and life. What else should keep that 
eager soul and body from its blissful occupations ! 
And, in very truth, when reason had taken its last and 
everlasting leave, when the body had become inert, and 
when life itself hung by the slenderest thread, the shadow 
of things past remained, and the temple was not 
wholly unconscious of the glories that were once en- 
shiined there. While one spark of reason lingered 
Southey would still talk of work that coiild no longer 
be done, of the resumption of labours, tliat 3ia<l been 
laid aside for ever, and even when the black night 
came at last, ajid memory, utterly extinguished, 
could no longei' brood upon its pleasures, the poor 
bereft scholar would still walk round his library, gaze 
intently on his darling books, take them down mechani- 
cally, affect to read them, and put them back again 
iincead. For one sad year there was an utt«r blank — 
and then bo died. He fell asleep on the 2l8t of March, 
1843, and he lies in Crosthwaite churchyard with his 
children who preceded him, and with their mother, his 
own faittiul Edith. " One circumstance," Bays his son, 
" connected with tlie last years of his life deserves lo be 
noticed as very singular. His hair, which was pre- 
viously almost snowy white, grew perceptibly darker, 
and I iliink, if anything, increased in thickness and a 
disposition to curl," The livery of toil had been thrown 
off in the solemn hour of mental blindness and repose. 

The reader will have remarked that we have en- 
deavoured to place before hiin, in the whole course of 
our narrative, the representation of Southey the man. 
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ratW' than of Boiithey, [loet, pliilosopher, and politi- 
cian. It is not without deliberation that we have 
hitherto included in the picture thij private rather than 
the pubho sapeet of this great character. When Sir 
Robert Peel informed Southey of his having " advised 
tlie King to adorn the distinction of baronetage with, a 
name the most eminent in literature," he tridy added, 
that the name " had claims to respect and honour which 
literature alone can never confer," and that it was the 
ministei''s aim to mai'k liis gi'atitude " for eminent 
services rendered, not only to literatnre, but (o the 
higher interests of virtue and religion," Southey by his 
life adorned the literary profession, and for the sate of 
literature let his gi'eat example persuade the world to 
judge more tenderly of its gifted teachers, and induce 
the instructors to merit public respect and approbation 
by the practice of virtues that embellish the lowliest 
pursuits and give grace to the highest. True nobility 
dwelt in the quiet retreat among the Cumberland 
mountains. No English gentleman ever fulfilled the 
duties of his station more perfectly than the humble 
master of Greta-hall. It could not be said that the 
literaiy man was without stalua in society so long as 
Southey lived to prove that patient drudgery is still 
consistent with the daily exercise of all domestic virtues. 
Who should deny his social position, or refuse to 
acknowledge as an equal, the man who in learning and 
genius was superior to thousands, and in the ordinary 
relations of life was inferior to none ! 

We have already adverted to the style and character 
of Southey's poetical compositions. His proti'acted 
epics will certainly not assume the high dassical place 
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of wtidi he believed tliem worthy. Beauties they have, 
which the iateliigent will not be slow to appreciate ; but 
they lack iihe divine element which alone enables hnman 
thoiighia to take root for ever in the souls of the multi- 
tude. Th^ were poured forth too easily, too rapidly, 
too voluminously, too much at the will of the writer, 
who never waited for the bidding of the Muse, hut con- 
stituted himself her remorseless master. Southey's 
notions of rhythm, too, stood always in the way of 
popularity. Verse he contended should adapt itself to 
the requirements of tiie narrative, and in his adapta- 
tions he not seldom bewildered and disti'essed his 
readers. The violence of his transitions is sometimes 
wholly insupportable. Again, the subjects of Southey's 
principal metrical compositions were as unfavourahle to 
success as his peculiar rhythmical views. They were 
foreign to the sympathies of his readers, and no amoimt 
of genius could bring them home to theu- heai-ts. At 
one period of his life he made the fearful resolution to 
render every mythology which had extended itself 
widely and powerftilly influenced the human mind the 
basis of a narrative poem. Forbmately for himself^ he 
was prevented so dreary an undertaking. As it is, his 
unpleasant heathenish discoui'ses excite no living interest 
in the mind, and indicate nothing so much as his own 
utter ignorance of the machinery that constitutes the 
moving springs of passion in the people. The minor 
compositions of Southey are here and there of exquisite 
beauty, though e^ en among these prolisity becomes too 
often 1 fiult. Where prohxity is absent the short 
poelsi_al effusions aie perfect. 

file remarks that apply to his poems may be ex- 
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tended to Sontliey's prose. His siorffist productions 
are his best. Tke lAfe of JVelson ivill be cberislied by 
his countryman long after his iut^Tninahlo histories 
will be forgotten by all the world. Charming as his 
prose style unquestionably is — clear, masculine, and to 
the point — it is too often thrown away on subjects of 
little or no interest to the public, and, like his verse, be- 
comes diffuse from the vastness of the writer's ktio'ir- 
ledge aud his abiding inability or unwillingness to keep 
back his acquisiticms and to exhibit the results of liis 
great learning rather than the leaming itself. We have 
a notable instance of this infirniity in the most enter- 
taining and characteristic of all his works. The Doctor, 
full of quiet, delicious humour, most agreeable in style 
and manner, and overflowing witli quaint learning of 
eveiy kind, too frequently stops on hia journey to dip 
into one of the most eonamonijac« books which Iris in- 
dustry contrived to fill, and with which his fiiends since 
his decease have astonished the public How often tiie 
good Doctor's quotations are without any iutei'est whatr 
ever, and how often their actual merit has nothing to do 
with the matter in hand, we need not inform those who 
are acquainted with this grotesque production. Had 
the Doctor given himseif time to think, he would cer- 
tainly have kept much of his erudition out of aght, and 
not been a whit the less welcome for presenting his 
cheerful mind and happy countenance, without his clogs 
and incumbrances. 

It is impossible to deny that the grave and fata) 
feult of Sonthey's character was want of r^ection. It 
is painful to note the countless evidences of the failing. 
Never has there be^n so c]eai' a proof g^ven of the worth- 
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lessness of inordinate laboiii- iinaccomptiniecl by the con- 
stant exercise of supeiintending judgment. Sowthey 
gave so mueti time to tlte minds of other men that he 
seems never to have had a moment to look into his own. 
Nothing thoroughly distinct aiid perspicuous cim be as- 
certained of either lis political or religious coETictions, 
and solely because neither the one set of views nor the 
other was based upon well matured principles, or re- 
sulted Imm a severe, though absolutely essentia], process 
of thought. Southey retreated from hard mental disci- 
plina His lites and his dislikes depended upon no 
fixed rules, but partook of tlie nature of his own mixed 
temperament. He is not, it is true, all things to all 
men, but all men and all tilings before finding acceptr 
anee with him must adapt themselves to bis prejudices 
and prepossessions. Hence at different times of his life, 
we find him a freethinker, a Unitarian, an ortliodos be- 
liever, and a heterodox churchman ; a socialist, a re- 
publican, a determined opponent of Roman Catholic 
claims, a stickler for the rights of conscience, a paity 
man, a Tory, and a merciless castigator of the powers 
that were. Is it not extraordinary that, possessing an 
EBtounding memory fiom his childhood and no ordinary 
powers of perception, he could fay no ingenuity grasp 
the principles of law and was forced to give up the study 
in disgust S It would be inexplicable but for the ac- 
knowledgment, made over and over again in these vol- 
umes, that Southey hated swence and sdentiflG men, 
and therefore shrunk from a pursuit that brought him 
continually in contact witli the objects of his dislike. 
"I once passed an evening," he writes, "with Professor 
Young at Davy's. The conversation was wholly seien- 
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tific . . . Generally speaking I have little liking for 
men of science. Their piireuiis aeem to deaden the 
imagination and Imrdea the heart." Agmn, in a letter 
to Mr. Townsend :- " As a geologist you will enjoy one 
more pleasure ttflii I do, who am ignorant of every 
branch of science. Mineralogy and botany are the only 
branches whieli I wish I had possessed. . . , Tliese two 
scieneM add to our out-door enjoyments and have no 
injurious effects. Ohymtcal and physical studies smm, 
on the contrary, to draw on very pr^ndicial consequents. 
Their utility is not to be doubted ; but it appears as if 
man could not devote himself to these pursuits withont 
btanfinff his Jiner faculties." Once moi-e, with reference 
to the great Sir Humphrey Davy — " These scientific men 
are, indeed, the victims of sdence; they sacrifice to it 
their own feelings and virtues and happiness," Can 
any conclusions be more monstrous, or indicate more 
certainly utter want of reflection upon the part of the 
man bold enough to utter them ? 

The prophedes of a sworn hater of science do not 
stand much chance of fulfilment, and tiiose of Southey 
have had no better fete tlian might have been expected. 
He began to pi^phesy in 1803, when he announced 
that " tlie ^i?!m6Mri;A ifeuiew would notkeep its ground." 
Half a century has elapsed, and the Review still floiir- 
i^hefl. About the same time he proclaims tiiat "Tlii> 
Protestant dissenters will die away. Destroy the tc.-^t 
jMid you kill them." In 1861 the race is not extinct. 
No old lady looked for the destruction of the world by 
an earthquake with half the dread that Southey through- 
out his hfe contemplated tiie overthrow of Monarchy in 
his native land. He is for ever citing " Wolf," bnt the 
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beast never comes. " The more I see, tte more I read, 
and the more I refiecf," he writes m 1813, " the more 
reason tliere appears to me to fear that our turn of re- 
volution ia hastening on." Two years aftei'wards the 
prospect is blacker still. " The foundations of Govern- 
ment are undermined. The props may last during 
jour lifetime and mine, but I cannot conceal from my- 
self a conviction that at no very distant day the whole 
febric must fall." What scientiiic man, however " hard- 
hearted," would have ventured to propose the remedy 
agEunst revolution which ang^sted itself to the poet in 
1816 ? "The only remedy," he writes to Mr. Rictman 
" {if even that he not too late), is to cheek the press. . . . 
My measures would be to make transportation the pun- 
ishment for sedition, and to suspend the habeas corpus, 
and thus I would either have the anarchists mider way 
for Botany Bay or in prison mthin a month after the 
meeting of Parhament" It ia nothing to Robert Sou- 
tbey that revolution does not come. The longer it 
tarries the more he raves. " There is an infernal spirit 
abroad," he writes in 1820, "and cmshed it must be. 
The question is, wliether it will be cut cut short in its 
course or suffered to expend iteelf like a fever. In the 
latter case we shall go on, through a bloodier revolution 
than that of France, to an Icon military Government — 
the only possible termination of Jacobinism." In 1823 
the vision becomes more distinct and gloomy. The 
clairvoyant is in a state of eestacy, and thus proceeds : — 
"The repeal of the Test Act will he demanded, and 
must be granted. Tlie dissenters will get into the cor- 
porations. Church pi-operty will he attacked in Parlia- 
ment. Reform in Parliament will be carried ; and then 
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— Farewell, a lohg fabewell to all our aREAT- 
NBse," Southey ouce lit his fire witJi Euclid. Hitd he 
spared that inoffensive volume he might have found re- 
ward in the perusal of its calm and elementary tnifha. 
He was 55 years old when the Catholic Relief Bill 
passed. During its discussion he prophesied some of 
its results ; — "The Protratant flag will be sti-uck, the 
enemy will mareh in with flying coloure, the Irish 
Church will be despoiled, the Irish Protestants will 
lose heart, arid ffreat numbers mil emigrate, jiying whUe 
they can from the wrath to come. These are my specu- 
lations," he says, adding with singular Tiaivet^, " par- 
taking perhaps of the sunshine of a hopeful and cheer- 
ful disposition." 1829 came and went; 1832 arrived, 
but still Robert 8oi\ihey would not be comforted. " The 
direct consequence of Parliamentary reform m.u6t be a 
new disposal of church property, and an equitable ad- 
justment with tlie fundholders — terms which in both 
cas^ mean spoliation ;" therefore Southey is not indis- 
posed to pray that " The cholera morbus may be sent 
us as a lighter plague than that which we have chosen 
for ourselves." The King threatens to make Peers! 
" Nothing, then, remains for us but to await the course 
of revolution. I shall not live to see what sort of edi- 
fice will Ise constructed out of the ruins, but I shall go 
to rest in the sure confidence that Ood will provide as 
is best for his church and people." It was well said, 
bat Southey did not go to rest yet. A year later and 
he is prophesying away more lugubriously than ever. 
" I am not without strong apprehensions," he writes on 
the 6th of March, 1838, "that before this year passes 
away London will have its Three days !" Oh, had he 
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but lived till 1848 and seen his London enjoying its 
one day — on the 10th of April 1 

Had Southey heen leas a hatev of science he would 
have done ^eater justice to his own. honest and tho- 
roughly humane disposition. Had he conceived less 
loftily of his own unassisted and undisciplined powers, 
he would have been answerable for fewer errors of judg- 
ment, for which his heart was in no way responsible. 
By his estreme and almost fanatical views of society 
and government, put forth in the Quarterly Review 
and in other works, Southey evoked a spirit of dislike 
in the nation which his honest intenticai and tnie regard 
for the inferesfa of his country might well have spared 
him. Because his convictions gushed vehemently from 
uninstnicted feding, and could never appeal to a satis- 
fied judgment, they lacked in tlieir expression the dig- 
nity of reason and the moderation of truth. The laughera 
were all against him and revelled in his inconsistency. 
And how frequently did iiiconsist«icy appear 9 Fresh 
fi'om an attack upon Byron, whom he branded as chief 
of the Satanic Sdiool and reproached for his want of 
reverence, he wrote his own Visiim of Judgment, which 
for irrevei'ent and daiing dealing with the mysteries ot 
Heaven can hairdly he smpassed. Groaning in one 
bi'eath over the ignorance of the people, he _ denounced 
in another all London nniv^sities and medianics' insti- 
tutes, Protesting against the crude theories of all 
political economists, he oftenei than once su^ested 
economical schemes, even more impracticable and absurd 
tlian his first boyi^ plan of rescuing society by means 
of Pantisocracy. One day he walks into Rowland Hill's 
chapel, and is shocked by the a,!)senee of the decorum 
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and ceremoiiial obseiTances that belong to his own or- 
tJiodox and established church ; the next be is proposing 
open fiir preaching, and a departure fiwrn custom and 
order at which decent dissenters themselves would stand 
aghast. 

No words can express tlie tlioTOUgh contempt which 
Southey felt for political economists, and no language, 
we fear, can make Toiown liia own great want of ac- 
quaintance with the firet principles of government 
What shall be said of the statesman who etei-nally la- 
ments the glaring fact, that public opinion has finally 
become the law of administration in England, instead of 
directing all his ener^es towards the elevation of that 
opinion by the wide dissemination of education and of 
every known means of soda! improvement? What 
shall be siud of the .politician who in the maturity of 
his years, and in the height of a popular stiii^le, in 
which the cause of the people was hallowed by justice, 
boldly announced that concession to the multitude and 
their political advancement were impossible, because 
"in divinity, in ethics, and in politics there can he vo 
new truths;" and because " in any well-ordered state" 
it is impossible for the masses to have too httle authority, 
independence, and power? What idea can we have of 
the reasoning laculties of the philosopher and the divine 
—for Southey wrote Books on the Church, and was 
deeply read in divinity — who saw growing around him 
institutions for dispelling ignorance and imparting use- 
ful knowledge, and yet could discern " in all tiiese things 
nothing more than a purpose of excluding religion, and 
preparing the way for the overthrow of the Church ?" 
We have said that the key to Southey's inconsistencies 



iLvGoOglf 



lies open in these Toliunes. Let the reader taie it up, 
and iinloek move of a good man's intellectu^ failings if 
he is so disposed. We have revealed enough. But 
before we pai't company witJi Robert Soutbey, let ua 
take together, in charity, one final glance into the little 
room where sils the grey-haired man, " working hard 
and getting little — a bare maintenance, and hardly that ; 
writing poems and history for posterity with his whole 
heart and soul ; one daily progi'essing in learning, not 
so learned as be is poor, not so poor as proud, not so 
proud as happy." Great men have invited him to 
London, and be is now answering the invitation. The 
thought of the journey plagues him. " Oh dear, oh 
dear !" he writes, " there is such a comfort in one's o]d 
coat and old shoes, one's own chair and own fireside, 
.one's own writing desk and own library — with a httle 
girl climbing up to my neck and saying ' Don't go to 
London, Papa, you must stay with Edith' — and a little 
boy whom I have taught to speak the language of cats, 
dogs, cuckoos, jackasses, &e., before he can articulate a 
word of his own — there is such a comfort in all these 
things, that tran^xrrtation to London seems a heavier 
punishment than any sins of mine deserve." Gently 
let us close the door upon such happiness. 
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THE AMOURS OF DEAN SWW"^!'. 

Gbeatbb men tlian Dean Swift may have lived. A 
more remarkable man jiever left his impress upon the 
age, immortalised by hia genius. To Bay that Engli&h 
hifitory supphes no narrative more singular and original 
than the career of Jonathan Swift, is to assert little. We 
doabt whether the histories of Uie world can furnish 
for example and instmetion, for wonder and pity, for 
admiration and scorn, for approval and condemnation, 
a specimen of humanity at once bo illnsUious and so 
small. Before the eyes of his contemporaries, Swift stood 
a living enigma. To posterity he must continue for 
ever a distressing puzde. One hypothesis — and one 
fdone — gatliered from a close and candid peiiisal of all 
tliat has been transmitted to us u^jon this interesting 
subject, helps us to account for a whole hfe of anomaly, 
but not to clear up the mystery in whicli it is shrouded. 
From the beginning to the ending of hia days Jonathan 
Swift was more or leas mad. 

Intelleetnally and morally, physically and reli- 
giously, Dean Swift was a mass of contradictions. His 
career yields ample materials both for the biographer 
who would pronounce a panegyric over hia tomb, and 
for the censor whose business it is to improve one gen- 
eration at the expense of another. Look at Swift with 
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the Mght of intelligence shining on his brow, and you 
note qualities that miglit become an angel. Sui^ey 
him under tlie dark cloud, and every feature is distorted 
into that of a fiend. If we tell tlie reader what be 
was, in. the same breath we shall commimicate all that 
he was not. His virtues wei« exaggerated into vices, 
and his vices were not without the savour of vii-tue. 
The oiiginality of bis writings is of a piece with the 
singulaiity of bis character. He copied no man who 
preceded bim. He has not been successfully imitated 
by any wbo have followed bim. Tbe compositions of 
Swift reveal the brilliancy <rf sharpened wit, yet it is 
recorded of the man that be was never tnown to laugh. 
His ftiendabips were sti'ong, and hia antipathies vehe- 
ment and unrelenting, yet be illuatrated fiiendsbip by 
roundly abusing his femiEars, and expressed hatred by 
bantering his foes. He was economical and saving to 
a fault, yet he made sacrifices to the indigent and poor 
sternly denied to himself. He could begrudge the food 
(Mid wnie consumed by a guest, yet tbi'ougbout his life 
ivfuse tw derive the smallest pecuniary advantage trow 
his published worts, and at his death bequeath the 
whole of hia fortune to a charitable institution. From 
his youth Swift was a sufferer in body, yet bis fi'ame 
was vigorous, capable of great endurance, and main- 
tdned its power and vitality from the time of Charles 
n. nnidl fer on in the reign of the second George. No 
man hated Ireland more tban Swift, yet be was Ire- 
land's first and greatest patriot, bravely standing up for 
the rights of that kingdom when his chivaby might 
have cost bim Ms head. He was eager for reward, yet 
he refused payment witli disdain. Impatient of ad- 
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vsincemeiit, he preferred to the highest honours tlie 
state coiikl confer, the obscurity and jgnominy of the 
political assodotes with whom he had affectionately 
laboui'cd until they fell disgraced. None knew better 
than he the stinging force of a successful lampoon, yet 
such missiles were hurled by hundreds at his head 
without in any way disturbing his bodily tranquillity. 
Sincerely reli^ous, scrupulously attentive to the duties 
of his holy ofHce, vigorously defending the portion and 
privileges of his order, he positively played into the 
hands of infidelity by the steps he took, both in his 
conduct and writings, to expose the cant and hypocrisy 
which he detested as heartily as he admired and prac- 
tised unaffected piety. To say tiiat Swift lacked ten- 
derness, would be to forget many passages of his unac- 
countable history that overflow with gentleness of 
spirit and mild humanity; but to deny that he exhibited 
inexcusable brutality where the softness of hia nature 
ought chiefly to have been evoked— -whei* the want of 
tenderness, indeed, left him a naked and irreclaimable 
savage — is equally impossible. If we decline to pursue 
the contradictoiy series fmther, it is m pity to the reader, 
not for want of materials at command. Tliere is, iu 
truth, no end to such materials. 

Swift was bom in the year 1661. His father, who 
was steward to the Society of the King's Inn, BubKu, 
died before his birth and left his widow penniless. The 
child, named Jonathim, after his fitther, was brought up 
on charity. The obligation duo to an uncie was one 
that Swift would never forget, or remember without in- 
escusable indignation. Because he had not been' left 
to starve by his relatives, or because his uncle would 
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not do more than be could, Swift conceived an eternal 
dislike to all who bore, his name, and a haughty con- 
tempt for all who partook of his nature. He struggled 
into active life, and presented himself to his fellow men 
in tlie temper of a foe. At the age of fourteen, he was 
admitted into Trinity Collie, Dublin, and four years 
fifterwards, as a special grace — for his aequiaitiona ap- 
parently failed to earn the distinction — the degree of 
Bachelor of Arts was conferred upon him. In 1682, 
the year in which the war broke out m Ireland, Swift, 
in his twenty-first year, and without a sixpence in his 
poctet, left college. Fortunately for him, the wife of 
Sir William Temple was related to his mother, and 
upon her application to that statesman the friendless 
youth was provided with a home. He took up his 
abode with Sir William in England, and for the space 
of two years laboured hard at his own improvement, 
and at the amiisement of his patron. How far Swift 
succeeded in winning the good opinion of Sh- WiUiam 
may be learnt from the fact that when King William 
honoured Moor Park with his presence, he was permit^ 
ted to take part in the interviews, and that when Sir 
William was tmable to visit the King, his proUg^ was 
comntisaioned to wait upon his Majesty, and to speak 
on the patron's authority and behal£ The lad's future 
promised better things than his beginning. He resolved 
to go into the church, since preferment stared tira in 
the face. In 1692 he proceeded to Oxfoid, where he 
obtfuned his Master's degree, and in 1694, quaiTeUing 
with Sir William Temple, who coldly ofiered him a 
situation worth 100?. a year, he quitted his patron in 
disgust, and went at once to Ireland to take holy orders. 
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He was ordained, and almost immediately after- 
wards rec^ved tJie living of Kilroot, in the dio- 
cese of Coimor, tie value of the living being about 
aqiial to that of the appointment offered by Sir 
William Temple. 

Swifl, miserable in his exile, sighed for tlie advan- 
tages he had abandoned. Sir William Temple, lonely 
without hia clever and teen-witted companion, pined 
for his return. The prebend of Kilroot was speedily 
resigned in fevour of a poor curate, for whom Swift had 
taken great pains to procure the preaentafion ; and with 
BOl. in his puree, the independent dei^yman proceeded 
once more to Moor Park. Sir William received him 
with open arms. They resided together until 1699, 
when the great statesman died, leaving to Swift, in testi- 
mony of his regard, the sum of lOQl. and his literaiy 
remains. The remains were diily piiblished and dedi- 
cated to the King. They might have been inscribed to 
his Majesty's cook, for any advantage that accrued to 
the editor. Swift was a Whig, but his politics suffered 
severely by the neglect of his Majesty, who derived no 
particular advantage from Sir William Temple's " re- 

Wcary with long and vain attendance upon Court, 
Swift finally accepted at the hands of Lord Berkeley, 
one of the Lords Justices of Irelaiid, the rectory of 
Agher and the vicarages of Laracor and Eathbeggan. 
In the year 1 700 he took possession of the living at 
Laracor, and his mode of entering upon hia duty was 
thoroughly characteristic of the man. He walked down 
to Laracor, entered the curate's house, and announced 
himself "as his master." In. Ins usual style, he affected 
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brutality, and having sufBoiently alaimed Ms victims, 
gradually sootiied and consoled them by evidences of 
undoubted friendlinesa and good will. "This," says 
Sir "Walter Scott, "was the ruling trait of Swift's 
charaot«r (o others ; his prMse assumed tlie appearance 
and language of complaint; his bene0ts were often 
prefeeed by a prologue of a threatening nature." " Tlie 
ruling trait" of Swift's character was morbid eccen- 
tiicity. Much less eccentricity has saved many a mur- 
derer ill our clays from tlie gallows. We approach a 
period of Swift's history when we must accept this con- 
clusion, or revolt from the cold-blooded doings of a 



Dming Swift's second residence ivitli Sir WilHam 
Temple, he had become acquainted with an inmate of 
Moor Park, very different to the accomplished man to 
whose intellectual pleasures he so largely ministered. 
A young and lovely ^rl — half ward, half dependent 
in the establishment — engaged the attention and com- 
manded tlie untiring services of (he newiy-made minis- 
ter. Estlier Johnson had need of education, and Swift 
became her tutor. He entered upon his task with 
avidity, condescended to the himiblest instiiiction, and 
inspired his pupil with unbounded gratitude and re- 
gard. Swift was not more insensible to the simplicity 
and beauty of tlie lady, than she to the kind offices 
of her master ; but Swift would not have been Swift 
had he, like other men, returned everyday love with 
ordinary affection. Swift had felt tender' impressions in 
his own fashion before. Once in Leicestershire he was 
accused by a fi'iend of having formed an impmdent 
attachment, on which occasion he returned for answer, 
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tKat " bis cold temper and unconfined humour" would 
prevent all serious consequences, even if it were not 
true that the conduct which, his fiiend had mistaken for 
galiantry had been merely the evidence " of an active 
and restless temper, incapable of enduring idleness, and 
catching at such opportunities of amusement us most 
readily occurred." Upon another occasion, and within 
four years of the Leicesteishire p^time, Swift made an. 
absolute offer of his hand to one Miss Waryng, vowing iu 
his declaratory epistle, that he would foi^ every pros- 
pect of interest for the saie of his " Varina," and that 
" the lady's love was fer more fetal than her cruelty." 
After much and long consideration, Varina consented 
to the suit That was enough for Swift, He met the 
capitulation by charing bis Varina with want of affec- 
tion, by stipulating for nnheard-of-saa-ifices, and con- 
cluding, with an expiessjon of his willingness to wed, 
" thouffk she had neither fariutw rwr beauty" provided 
every article of his letter was ungrudgingly agreed to. 
We may well tremble for Esther Johnson, with her 
young heart given into such wild keeping. 

As soon as Swift was ^tablished at Laracor, it was 
arranged that Esther, who possessed a small property 
in Ireland, should take up her abode near to her old 
preceptor. She came, and scandal was silenced by a 
stipuhition insisted on by Swift, that his lovely charge 
should have a matron for a constant companion, and 
never see him except in the presence of a thii'd party. 
EMier was in her seventeentli year. The vicar of Lara- 
cor was on his road to forty. What wonder tliat even 
in Laracor the former should receive an offei' of mar- 
riage, and that the latter, wayward and iuconsisfent 
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from firet to last, should deny another the happiness he 
. had resolved never to enjoy himself! Esther found a 
lover whom Swift, reptilsed, to the -infinite joy of tlie 
devoted ^|;1, whose fate was already linked for good or 
evil to that of hei' teacher and friend. 

Obscurity and idleness were not for Swift. Love, 
Uiat gradually consumed the unoccupied girl, was not 
even this man's recreation. Impatient of banishment, 
he went to London, and mixed with the wits of the age. 
Addison, Steele, and Arhuthnot became his friends, and 
he quickly proved himself worthy of their intimacy by 
tlie pubUcation, in 1704, of his Tale of a Tub. The 
success of the work, ^ven to the world anonymously, 
was decisive. Its Angular merit obtained for ite au- 
thor everlasting renown, and effectually prevented his 
rising to the highest dignity in the very church which 
his book labotired to exalt, Wone but an inspired mad- 
man would have attempted to do honour to religion in a 
spirit which none but the infidel could heartily approve. 
Politicians are not squeamish. The "Whigs could 
see no fault in raillery and mt that might seire tem- 
poral interests with greater advantage than they had 
advanced interests ecclesiastical ; and the friends of the 
Revolution welcomed so rare an adherent to tieir prin- 
dplea. With an affected ardour that subsequent events 
proved to be as premature as it was hollow. Swift's pen 
was put in harness for his allies, and worked vigorously 
enough until 1709, when, having assisted Steele in the 
establishment of the Tailer, the viear of Laracor re- 
turned to Ireland and to the duties of a rural pastor. 
Wot to remmn, however! A change suddenly came 
over the spirit of the nation. SadievercU was about 



iLvGoOglf 



to pull down by a single sermon all the popularity that 
Mai'Iborougli and his friends had built up by their 
glorious campaigns. Swift had waited in vain for pro- 
motion from the Wiigs, and liis suspicions were 
aimisetl when the Lord Lieutenant unexpectedly b«gM] 
to caress him. Escaping the damage wliich the marked 
atteiitious of tte old government might do him with 
the new, Swift started for England in lllO, in order to 
survey the turning of the political wheel witli his own 
eyes, and to tiy liis fortune in the game. The progress 
of events was rapid. Swift reached London on the 9tli 
of September; on the 1st of October he had ali'eady 
written a lampoon upon an ancient associate ! and on 
tJie 4tli he was presented to Hariey, the new minister. 

The career of Swift from this moment, and so long 
as the government of Hariey lasted, was magnificent 
and mighty. Had he not been crotchetty fiflm his 
very boyhood, his head would have been turned now. 
Swift reigned. Swift was the government; Swift was 
Queen, Lords, and Commons. There was tremendous 
work to do, and Swift did it all. The Tories had 
tlirown out the Whigs, and had brought in a govei'n- 
ment in their place quite as Whiggish, to do Tory work. 
To moderate the wishes of the people, if not to bUnd 
their eyes, was the preliminary and essential work of 
the ministry. They could not perform it themselves. 
Swift undertook and accomplished it. He had intellect 
and courage enough for that, and more. Moreover, 
he had vehement passions to gi'atify, and they might 
all paitake of the glory of his success ; lie was proud, 
and his pride revelle<l in authority ; he was ambitious, 
and his ambition could attian no higher pitdi than it 
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found at the right hand of the piime minister ; he was 
revengeful, and revenge could wiah no sweeter gi'ati- 
fication than the contortions of the great who had ne- 
glected genius and deaeft, when they looted to them for 
advancement, and obtained nothing but cold neglect 
Swift, single-handed, fought the "Whigs. For seven 
months he conducted a periodical papei", in which ho 
mereilessly assailed, as none hut liimself conld attack, all 
who were odious to the government, and distasteful to 
himself; not an individual was spared whose sufferings 
could add to the fraBquillity and permanence of the 
Govei'nment, Kesistance was in vain ; it was attempted, 
but invariahly witli one effect — tlie first wound gi'azed, 
the second tiOed. 

The public wei* in eestaeies. The laugheiB were all 
on tJie side of the satirist, and how vast a portion of the 
community these are, needs not be said. But it was 
not in the Examine)' alone that Swift offered up his 
victims at the shiine of universal mirth. He could 
write veiBes for the rough heart of a nation to chuckle 
over and delight in. Pei'sonalities to-day fly wide of 
the mark ; then tliey went right home. The habits, 
the foibles, the moral and physical imperfections of 
humanity, were all fair game, provided the shaft were 
dipped with gall as well as venom. Short poems, 
longer pamphlets, — whatever could help the Govern- 
ment and cover thdr foes with ridicule and scorn, Swift 
po ed pon tiie town with an industry and still that 
set 1 J at defiance. And because they did defy 
pa J nitlian Swift never asked and was ever too 
gr- 1 to accept it. 

B t 1 e claimed much moi'c. His disordered yet 
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exquisite intellect acknowledged no superiority. He 
asked no thanks for his labour, he disdained pecuniary 
rewai'd for his matchless and incalculable services — he 
did not care for fame, but he imperiously demanded to 
be treated by the greatest as an equal. Mr. Harley 
offered him money, and he quan'elled witli the minister 
for his boldness. " If we let these great minister," he 
said, " pretend too much there mil be no gmieming 
iJunn." The same minister desired to make Swift his 
cliaplain. One mistate was as great as the othei'. " My 
Lord Oxford, by a second hand, pi^poaed my being his 
cliaplain, which I, by a second hand, refused. I ^vill be 
no man's chaplain alive." The assimiption of the man 
was more than regal. At a latei' period of his life he 
drew up a list of his friends, ranking them respectively 
under the heads, "Ungrateful," "Grateful," "Indif- 
fei'ent," and "Doubtful." Pope appeals among the 
grateful, Queen Caroline among tie imgrateftd. The 
audadty of these distinctions is veiy edifying. What 
atitocrat is here for whose mere countenance the whole 
wt>rld is to how down and be " gratefiil ! " 

It is due to Swift's imperiousness, however, to state 
that, once acknowledged as an equal, he was prepared 
to make every sacrifice that could be looted for in a 
friend. Concede his position, and for fortune or dis- 
grace lie was equally prepared. Harley and Boling- 
iiioke, quick to diacem the weakness, called tlieir invul- 
nerable ally by his Christian name, but stopped short 
of conferring upon him any benefit whatever. The ne- 
glect jnade no difference to the hangtity scribe, who 
contejit^ himself with pulling down the barriers that 
had teen iini>ertinently set up to separate him from rank 
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and worldly gi'eatuess. But, if Swift shrank from tho 
treatment of a client, he performed no part so willingly 
as that of a patron. He took literature under his wing, 
and compelled the government to do it homage. He 
quarrelled with Steele when he deserted the Whigs, 
and purened hia former friend with unflinching sareasyi 
and banter, but at his request Steele was maintained by 
the government in an office of which he was about 1)1 
be deprived, Oongreve was a Whig, but Swift insisted 
tliat he should find honour at tlie hands of ilie Tories, 
and Harley honoured him aecoKlingly. Swift intro- 
duced Gay to Lord Bolingbroke, and secm'ed that 
nobleman's weighty patronage for the poet, Eowe was 
recommended for oiBce, Pope for aid. The well-to-do, 
by Swift's peiw)nal interest, found respect, the indigent, 
money, for tlie mitigation of their pains. At Coui't, at 
Swift's instigation, the Loi-d Ti'easurei' made the first 
advances to men of lettera, and by the act made tadt 
confessiou of the power whicli Swift so liberally ex- 
ercised for tho advantage of everybody hut himself. 
But what worldly distinction, in truth, could add to tlie 
importance of a personage who made it a point for a 
Duke to pay him the first visit, and who, on one occa- 
sion, publicly sent the Prime Minister into the House 
of Commons, to call ont the Fiiist Seci'etary of State, 
whom Swift wished to inform that he wonld not dine 
with him if he meant to dine late? 

A lampoon directed against the Queen's iavom-ite, 
upon whose i-etl hair Swift had been fecetions, prevented 
the Bfttinst's advancement in England. The see of 
Hereford fell vacant in 1712. Bolingbroke wonld now 
have paid the debt due from his government to Swift, 
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but the Duchess of Somerset, upon her kuees, implored 
the Queento withhold hei' consent from the appointment, 
and Swift was pronounced by Her Majesty m " too vio- 
lent in party " for promotion. The most important man 
in the khigdom found himself in a moment the most 
feehle. The fountaia of so much honom' could not re- 
tain a drop of the pi'edous waters fw itself. Swift, it is 
s!ud, laid the fouudations of fortune for upwards of forty 
families who rose to distinction by a word from his lips. 
What a satire upon powei' was the satirist's own fate ! 
He could not advance himself in England one ineh. 
Promotion in Ireland began and ended with his appoin^ 
ment to the Deanery of St. Patriek, of which he took 
possession, mueli to his disgust and vexation, in the 
summer of 1113. 

The summer, however, was not over before Swift 
was in England again. The wheeb of government had 
come to a dead look, and of coui'se none but he could 
right them. The Ministry was at sixea and sevens. Its 
very existence depended upon the good understanding 
of the chiefe, Bolingbroke and Harley, and tJie wily am- 
bition of the latter, jariing against the vehement desires 
of the former, had produced jealousy, suspicion, and 
now threatened immediate disorganization. A tliou- 
sand voices called the Dean to the scene of action, and 
he came full of the importance of his mis^on. He 
plunged at once into the vexed sea of political conti'o- 
versy, and whilst strmning every effort to court his 
friends, let no opportunity slip of galling their foes. 
His pen waa as damaging and industrious as ever. It 
set the toivn in a fever. It caused Richard Steele to be 
tl the House of Commons, and it sent the whole 
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hody of Scotch peers, lieaded by the Dute of Argyll, to 
{lie Queen, viith. the prayer that a proclamation might 
he issued for tJie discovery of their libeller. Swift was 
more successful in his assaults than in hia mediation. 
The Ministers were irrecondlable. Vexed at heart with 
disappointment, the Dean, aflier his manner, suddenly 
quitted London, and shut himself up in Berkshire. 
One attempt he made in hia strict seclusion to uphold 
the government and save the coimtry, and the compo- 
sition is a eiuioMty in its way. He published a propo- 
sition for the exclusion of all dissenters from power of 
every kind, for disquaUfying "Whigs and Low Chiirch- 
men for every possible office, and for compelling the 
presumptive heir to the throne to declare his abomina- 
tion of Whigs, and his perfect satisfeddon with Her 
Majesty's present advisei's. Matters must have been 
near a crisis when this modest pamphlet was put forth, 
and so they were. The intrigues of BoUngbroke had 
triumphed over those of his colleague, and Oxford was 
disgraced. The latter about to retire into obscurity ad- 
dressed a letter to Swift, entreating him, if he were not 
tired of hia foHner prosperous friend, " to throw away 
so much time on one who loved him as to attend him 
upon hia melancholy journey." The same post brought 
him woid that his own victory was won. Bolingbrote 
triimiphant besought his Jonathan, as he loved his 
Queen, to stand by her Minister, and to aid him in his 
perilous adventure. Nothing should be wanting to do 
justice to his legally. The Duchess of Somerset would 
be reconciled, the Queen would be gracious, the path of 
honour shoidd lie broad, open, and unimpeded before 
him. Bolingbroke and Havley were equally the friends of 
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Swift. What could he do in his exti'emity S What would 
a million men, taken at random from tie multitude, have 
done, had they been so situated, so tempted ? Npt fliat 
upon which Swift, in his cliivalrous magnanimity, at 
once decided. He abandoned the prosperous to follow 
and console the unfortunate. " I meddle not with Lord 
Oxford's faults," m his noble language, " as he was a 
Minister of State, but his personal Idudness to me was 
excesMve. He distinguiBhed and chose me above all 
men when he was great." Within a few days of Swift's 
self-denying decision Queen Anne was a corpse, Boling- 
broke and Oxford botli flying for their lives, and Swift 
himself hiding his unprotected head in Ireland amidst 
a people who at once feared and hated him. 

During SwitVs visit to London in 1710, he had r^- 
ularly transmitted to Stella, by which name Eathei' 
Johnson is made known to posterity, an account of his 
daily doings with the new government. The journal 
exhibits the view of the writer that his conduct invaria- 
bly presents. It is full of tendemeas and confidence, 
and not without coarseness that startles and shocks. It 
contains a detailed and minute account, not only of all 
that passed between. Swift and the government, but of 
his changeful feelings as they arose from day to day, 
and of phyacal infirmities, that are commonly whispered 
into the ear of the physician. If Swift loved Stella in 
the ordinary acceptation of the term, he took small 
pains in his diary to elevate the sentiments with which 
she regarded her hero. The Journal is not in haraiony 
throughout. Towards the close it latks the tenderness 
and warmth, the minuteness and confidential utterance, 
that are so visible at the beginning. We are enabled 
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to aijcount for the diffeieuee. Swift had enlarged the 
circle of his female acquaintanc© whilst fighting for his 
friends in London. He had become a constant visitor, 
especially at the house of a Mrs Vanhonmgh, who 
had two daughters the eldest of whom was about 
twenty years of age, and had the tlie same Chris- 
tian name as Stella. Esther Vanhomiigh had great 
taste for reading, and Swift, who seems to have de- 
lighted in such occupation, condescended, for the second 
time in his life, to become a young lady's instructor. 
The great man's tnition had always one effect upon his 
pupils. Before Miaa Vanhomiigh had made much 
prc^^ress in hei' studies ^e was over head and ears in 
love, and, to the astonishment of her mastei', she one 
day deelai'ed the passionate and undying character of 
her attachment. Swift met the confession with a weapon 
fiir more potent when opposed to a political foe than 
when directed against the weak heart of a dotmg woman. 
He had recouise to raillery, but, finding his banter of 
no avail, endeavoured to appease the imhappy girl by 
" an offer of devoted and everlasting friendship, founded 
on the basis of virtuous esteem." He might with equal 
success have attempted to put out a conflagration with 
a bucket of cold water. There was no help for the mis- 
erable man. He returned to his deanery at the death 
of Queen Anne with two love affairs upon his hands, 
but- with the stem resolution of encouraging neither, 
and overcoming both. 

Before quitting England he wrote to Esther Van- 
homiigh, or Vanessa, as he styles her in his correspond- 
ence, intimating his intention to forget eveiy thing in 
England and to write to her as seldom as possible. So 
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fer the claiins of Vanessa were disposed o£ As soon aa 
he reached his deanery he secured lodgings for 8t«lla 
and her companion, and mterated his detennination to 
pursue his intercourse with the young lady upon llie 
prudent terms ori^nally established. So far his mind 
was set at vest in respect of Stella. But Swift had 
scarcely time to congratulate himself upon his plans be- 
fore Vanessa presented herself in Dublin, and made 
known to the Dean her resolution to t^e up her abode 
permanently in Ireland. Her mother was dead, so were 
her two brothers ; she and her sister were alone in the 
world, and they had a small property near Dublin, to 
which it suited tliem to retii*. Swift, alaimed hy the 
proceeding, remonstrated, threatened, denounced — all in 
VMn. Vanessa met his reproaches with, complaints of 
ci'uelty and neglect, and waraed him of tlie consequences 
of leaving hei' without the solace of his friendship and 
presence. Perplexed and disti'eaaed, the Dean had no 
other resom'ce to than to leave events to their own de- 
velopment. He tiTiated that time would mitigate and 
show the hopelessness of Vanessa's passion, and ia the 
meanwhile he sought, by occasional communication 
witli her, to prevent any catastrophe that might result 
from actual despair. But his thoughts for Vanessa's 
safety were inimical to Stella's repose. She pined and 
gradually sank under the alteration that had taken place 
in Swift's deportment towards her since his acquaintance 
with Vanessa, Swift, reaUy ansious for the safety of 
his ward, requested a liiend to ascertain the cause of 
her malady. It was not difBeult to ascertain it. His 
indifference and public scandal, which spoke freely of 
Iheir unaccountable connexion, wei'e alone to blame for 
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was enough, foi- Swift. He tad passed 
tte age at which he had resolved to many, but he was 
ready to wed Stella provided the mairiage were kept a 
secret and she was content to live apart. Poor Stella 
was more than content, but she over-estimated her 
strength. The marriage took place, and immediately 
afterwards the husband withdrew himself in a fit of 
madness, which threw him into gloom and misery for 
days. What the motives may have been for the inex- 
plicable stipulations of this wayward man it is impossi- 
ble to ascertain. That they wei'e the motives of a dis- 
eased, and at times utterly irresponsible, judgment, we 
think cannot be questioned. Of love, as a tender pas- 
sion. Swift had no conception. His writings piove it. 
The coaraeiieas that pervades his compositions has noth- 
ing in eomtnon mth the susceptibility that shrinks from 
disgusting and loathsome images in which Swift revelled. 
In all his prose and poetical addresses to his mistresses 
there is not one expression to prove tlie weakness of his 
heart. He writes as a guardian— -he writes as a Ineud 
— he writes as a father, but not a syllable escapes him 
that can be attribnted to the pangs and delights of tiie 

Married to Stella, Swift proved himself more eager 
than ever to give to his intercourse with Vanessa the 
cliai'acter of mere friendship. He went so far as to en- 
deavour to engage her affections for another man, but 
his attempts were rejected with indignation and scorn. 
In the August of the year 1717, Vanessa retii'ed from 
Dublin to her honse and property near Cellbridgc 
Swift exhorted her to leave Ireland altogether, but she 
was not to he persuaded. In 1720, it would appear 
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that the Dean frequently visited the reduas in her re- 
tirement, and upon such occasions Vanessa would plant 
a laurel or two in honour of her guest, who passed his 
time with the lady reading and writing verses in a rural 
bower huOt in a sequestered part of her garden. Some 
of the verses composed by Vaueasa have been preserved. 
They breathe the fond aidour of the suffering maid, and 
testify to the imperturbable coldness of the man. Of 
the innocence of their intercourse there cannot he a 
doubt. In 1720, Vanessa lost her last remaining rela- 
tive — her sister died in her arms. Thrown back upon 
herself by this bei'oavement, the intensity of her love 
for the Dean became insupportable. Jealous and sus- 
picious, and eager to put an end to a terror that pos- 
sessed her, she resolved to address herself to Stella, and to 
aseertain fram her own lips the exact nature of her relation 
with her so-called guardian. The momentous question 
was asked in a letter, to which Stella calmly replied by 
informing her interrogator that she was the Dean's wife. 
Vanessa's letter was forwarded by Stella to Swift himself, 
and it roused him toiruy. He rode off at once to Cell- 
bridge, entered the apartment in which Vanessa was 
seated, and glared upon her like a tiger. The trembling 
creature asked her visitor to sit down. He answered the 
invitation by flinging a packet on the table, and riding 
instantly away. The packet was opened ; it contained 
nothing but Vanessa's letter to St«!!a. Her doom was 
pronounced. The fond heart snapped. In a few weeks 
the hopeless, desolat* Vanessa was in her gi-ave. 

Swift, agonised, rushed from tiie world. For two 
months subsequently to the death of Vanessa his place 
of abode was unknown. But at the end of that period 
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he returned to Dublin calmer foi' the eciniiiet he had 
undergone. He devoted himself industi'iously again to 
affairs of State. His pen had now a nobler office than 
to sustain unworthy men in unmerited power. We 
can but indicate the course of his laboure. Ireland, 
the oonntry not of hia love, hut of his birth and adop- 
tion, treated as a conquered province, owed her rescne 
from absolute thraldom to S^vift's great and unconquer- 
able exertions on her behalE He resisted tlie English 
government with his single hand, and overcame them 
in the fight. His popularity in Ireland was unpffl'alleled, 
even in that excited and generous-hearted land. Re- 
wards were offered to b«tray him, but a milhon lives 
would have heen sacrificed in his place before one 
would have ptofited by the patriot's downfall. He was 
woiahipped, and every hair of hb head was precious 
and sacred to the people who adored him. 

In 1726, Swift revisited England, for the fet time 
since the death of Queen Anne, and published, anony- 
mously as usual, the femous satire of (htUivej's Travels. 
Its immediate success heralded the univei'sal fame that 
masterly and singular work has wnce achieved. Swift 
mmgled once more with hia literary fiiends, and lived 
almost entu^ly with Pope. Yet courted on all sides 
he was doomed again to bitter sorrow. News reached 
him that Stella was ill. Alarmed and full of self-re- 
proaches, he baatened home to be received by the peo- 
ple of Ireland in triumph, and to meet — and he was 
grateful for the sight — the improved and welcoming 
loote of the woman for whose dissolution he had been 
.prepared. In March, 1121, Stella being sufficiently 
recovered, the Dean ventured once more to England, 
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but soon to be reaumuioned to fclie hapless couch of his 
exhausted and moat miserable wife. Afflicted in body 
and soul, Swift suddenly quitted Pop«, with whom he 
was residing at Twickenham, and reaching his home, 
was doomed to find his Stella upon the verge of the 
gi'ave. Till the last moment he continued at her bed- 
side, evincing the teuderest consideration, and perform- 
ing what consolatoiy tasks he might in the aok cham- 
ber. Shortly before her death part of a conversation 
between the melancholy pair was overheai'd. " Well, 
my dear," said the Dean, " if you wish it, it shall be 
owned," Stella's reply was given in few woids. " /( 
is too late." " On the 28th of January," writes one of 
the biographers of Swift, " Mrs. Johnson closed her 
weary pilgrimage, and passed to that land where tliey 
neither many nor are given in marriage," the second 
victim of one and the same hopeless and consuming 
passion. 

Swift stood alone in the world, and for his punish- 
ment was doomed to endure the crushing solitude for 
the space of seventeen years. The iuteiral was gloomy 
indeed. From his youth the Dean had been subject 
to painftd fits of giddiness and deafiiess. From 1736, 
those fits became more irequent and severe. In 1740, 
he went raving mad, and frenzy ceased only to leave 
him a more pitiable idioL During the space of three 
years the poor (a^ature was unconscious of what pass- 
ed around him, and spoke but twice. Upon the 19th 
of October, 1745, God mercifully removed the tenible 
spectacle, from the sight of man, and released the suf- 
ferer from Jus misery, degradation, and shame. 

The volumes which have given occassion to these 
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remarks ai'e a singular comment upon a singular his- 
tory. It is the work of a Frenchman who has Tentur- 
ed to deduce a theory from the data we have siibmitted 
to Ihe reader's notic«. With that theory we cannot 
agree ; it may be recondleable to tie romance which 
M. de Wailly has invented, but it is altogefJier opposed 
to Yeiitable Kcords tJiat cannot be impugned. M. de 
Wailly would have it that Swift's marriage with Stella 
was a deliberate and rational sacriiiee of love to princi- 
ple, and that Swift compensated his eacrificed love by 
granting his prindple no human indulgences ; that his 
love for Vanessa, in fact, was sincere and ardent, and 
that his duty to Stella alone prevented a union with 
Vanessa. To prove his case M. de Wwlly widely de- 
parts from history, and makes his hypothesis of no 
value whatever, except to the novel reader. As a ro- 
mance, written by a Frenchman, Stella and Vtmessa 
is worthy of great commendation. It indicates a famil- 
iar knowledge of English manners and character, and 
never betrays, except here and there in the construction 
of the plot, the hand of a foreigner. It is quite free 
from exaggeration, and inasmuch as it exhibits no 
glaiing anachronism or absurd caricature, is a literary 
curiosity. We accept it as such, though bound to 
reject its highest claims. The mystery of Swift's 
amours has yet to be cleared up. We explain his 
otherwise unaccountable behaviour by attributing his 
craelty to prevailing insanity. The career of Swift was 
brilliant, but not less wild than dazzling. The sickly 
hue of a distempered brain gave a colour to his acts 
in all the relations of life. The storm was brewing 
from his childhood ; it burst forth terribly in his age, 
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and only a moment before all was wreck and devasta- 
tion, the half-diatracted man sat down and made a will, 
ty which he left the whole of hia worldly poasesaions 
for the foundation of a lunatin asyliini. 
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REMINISCENCES OF COLERIDGE AND 
SOUTHEY, BY JOSEPH COTTLE. 

Reader ! imagine a pious Boswell, and you have good 
Joseph Cottle before you. '* Never, my dear sir," s£ud 
Dr. Johnson, in one hia admonitory epistles to the obse- 
quious Bozzy, " never take it into your head to think that 
I do not love you ; you may settle yourself in full coa- 
fidence both of my love and esteem. I love you as a 
kind man, I value you as a worthy man ; and hope, in 
time, to reverence you as a pious man." The condition 
unfortunately wanting in the personal character of the 
biographer of the greatest of lexie<^;raphers is found in 
the memorialist of one of the noblest philosophei's whom 
the world has seen. There is much that is kind in Cot- 
tle, more that is worthy, and a good deal that is unques- 
tionably religious, Boswell was polite, affable, and 
courteous to a feult; Cottle is all three short of the 
feulf, Bozzy, a gentleman and lawyer, lived for the ac- 
quaintance and friendship of the eminent and learned 
of his generation. Cottle, beginning life as a bookseller, 
seems to have as eagerly pursued such friendships, dis- 
criminating only between those a ChiistJan conscience 
might lawfully approve and those it was in duty bound 
to reject Boswell, certainly not a poet, published, ne- 
vertheles-s, in imitation of his superiors, "The Club at 
10* 
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Wewmarket," a tale in verse ; Cottle, by no means des- 
tined to live as a darfing of the muses, preaente ua, in 
emulation of his more highly-gifted companions, with 
his "Hymns and Sacred Lyrics," I2mo, half-hound. 
Bozzy, from the multitude of his attachments, distin- 
guished one that he might link for ever his httle soul with 
that of a giant. Cottle identifies bis small histoiy with 
the careei' of a master mind towering high ahove con- 
tending intellects. Both are anxious to commemorate 
their hei'oes and themselves ; both take the same means, 
both ai'e in a measure faithful to a duty ai'duoua though 
self-imposed. Boswell never hesitates to display tlie hu- 
man weaknesses of the god he worships ; but he exhi- 
bits the foibles only to magnify the virtues, and rather 
than these should suffer, is always ready to immolate 
himself, Cottle is equaEy candid ; but less for the sake 
of his hero than for the cause of religion, which is deai'er 
to him even than his idol ; — the one thinks of nothing 
but his mighty subject — the other, as the Wesleyans 
would say, is ever anxious to " improve" it. In one part 
of his work, the ecstatic Boswell tells us he can compare 
his biography to nothing but the Odyssey: the episodes 
may be interesting and instructive, but the ha-o is never 
out of sight and always in the foregiwund. In the first 
line of his hook, the more collected Cottle prepares us 
for a sublimer vision ; he assures us that it is with " a 
solemnised feeling" that he entere on his reminiscences, 
and that his task is something better than tliat of admiring 
the eloquence, extolHng the genius, and foi^tting the 
failings of Samuel Taylor Coleiidge. 

It is astonishing how much you may abuse a man 
if you wi!l but do it in a reverent spirit, and, as it were, 
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for the good of the object abused. You may fill (liree- 
fourtha of a professed panegyiie with absolute censure, 
pi^ovided the latter piwieed from pious lips and from 
the depths of a self-constituted convetted heart. Joseph 
Cottle I'eminds ns at eveiy step of those veiy good-na- 
tured fnends who are always saying unldnd things with 
ft view to one's peace of mind and eventual improve- 
ment. You invite an old acquantanee to your hospi- 
table board ; yoti give him of food the best, of welcome 
the heartiest ; you suffer the cloth to be removed, only 
that it may lead to tlie presence of more genial things, 
and forHiwith yoiir old acquaintance dilates upon the 
sinfulness of men in general, and upon your own back- 
slidings in partioulai'. Anger is impossible, wrath is 
out of the question. If you remonstrate, the speaker 
avows that if his love were less his reserve would be 
greater — if your interests, temporal and eternal, were 
not as lead upon his heart, he would eschew your wine 
and walnuts and make you over to the fiend for ever. 
We confess that we are not altogether comfortable in 
witnessing the t%te-&'t&te conferences, the domestic pas- 
sages, revealed in. the present volume. The iaults of 
Coleridge are not unknown — they were many and 
giievous ; but it is hardly the ofSce of the friend of half- 
a-centmy to disseminate fliera after death, upon the plea 
of pious obligations. There is sometimes as much piety 
in drawing down the veil upon the infirmities of de- 
parted genius, as in ruthlessly upraising it, especially if 
the hand concerned has grasped, day after day, for fifty 
years, in confidence and friendship, the otlier's palm, 
that now lies withered and cannot help itself. Critics 
and historians have a duty to perform, stem often and 
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unacceptable ; they kaow their work, and do not shrink 
fiom it. Friendship, too, has its privileges and rights. 
Joseph Cottle, you should not he ashamed of them. 
One such pririlege — not the least — is to keep buried in 
your boaom, for your own instniction if you will, tlie 
heavy feults committed in the flesh by him you loved, 
but now irreparable and puniahable elsewhere. We 
tnow tnie piety is anxioiis to communicate its warnings 
and examples to mankind ; but, have no fear 1 angels 
will close their eyes the while you lock such secrets in 
your breast. 

ffow, nobody must dislike Cottle in consequence of 
these remarks. On the contrary, tLe reader must love 
Cottle. He is as good-hearted and as well-meaning a 
creature as ever breathed. He is an old man, a patriarch 
in these times, and a living familiar of tliose whose 
names have already become classical in the English 
tongue. Charles Lloyd, Eobert Lovell, Sir.H. Davy, 
Hannah More, Eobert Hall, Charles Lamb, Robert 
Southey, and Samuel Coleridge, were youthful and 
aspiring when Cottle was yoimg, helping some, coun- 
selling others, and admiring all. Of that friendly and 
illustrious gi'oup who, united by sympathy and the like 
pursuits and faith, fought their way to victory and fame 
under a galling fire of ridicule and scorn, and of whom 
the grey and honoured Wordsworth stands, alas ! the 
Bole survivor, * Joseph Cottle was the beloved associate 
and the chosen counsellor. Cottle took care of Coleridge 
and Southey, when to take care of iihese men meant 

* Wordsworth Iiob since departed, but Joseph Cottle still 
lives on. Anguat^ 1851. 
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nourishing and sustaining glorious spirits in the bleak 
hour of poverty, obscurity, and neglect. The claim upon 
our gratiUide can never be foi^tten. The reader must 
remember it when he grows angry vith the biographer 
for revealing so m.uch that is ugly of that friend from 
■whom the world has gathered so much that is beauti- 
ful ; and, moreover, let him bear in mind, that the 
Octogenarian is without one spark of malice in his whole 
composition. "It is not a ligtt motive,^' he tells lis, 
" which coidd have prompted him, when this world of 
' eye and ea** is fast receding, while grander scenes are 
opening, and so near ! to call up almost loiig-forgott«n 
associations, and to dwell on the stirring by-gone occur- 
rences that t«nd, in some measure, to intei'fere with that 
cairn which is most desirable, and best accoi'da with the 
feehngs of one who holds life by such slender ties," 
"What that motive is, we have already said. We can 
hardly allow it to justify all that it would excuse; but it 
absolves the writer at least of a malicious Intent, which, 
in truth, is simply impossible in the case of Joseph 
Cottle. The utter absence of anything approaching 
cruelty, or even worldly-miBdednesa, k marvellous 
tliroughout his long career. His was the weakness of 
being too easy. We shall proceed U> give instances of 
the ihiling, at all times and in all men amiable. MetUL- 
while, to guard our author against wholesale condem- 
nation at the outset, let ns afford him the benefit secured 
by the poet for the farmer of Tilsbury Vale : — 

" You lift up yoor eyes, but I gueas tliat you frame 
A judgment too harsh of the ain and the shame ; 
Id him it was scarcely a businesa ot lU't, 
"For this he aid nil in the eaits of his heart." 
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The introduction of Coleridge and Southey to their 
present biogi'aphei', flfty^even years ago, is amusing in 
the extreme. To many of our readei's the circumstances 
connected with it muat be well known. For the sake 
of the ignorant we will more particularly refer to them. 
At the dose of the year 1794, Mr. Cottle, then living in 
Bristol, informs us that a elevev young Quaker, of the 
uaine of Lovell, just then married to a certain Miss 
Frieker (whose sistei'S, by the way, became afterwards 
respectively the wives of Coleridge and Southey), waited 
upon him with tlie intelligence that a few friends from 
Oxford and Cambridge were about to smI with liim to 
the banks of Susquehanna, in America, for tJie purpose 
of fonning a social colony, in which there was to be a 
community of property, and where all selfishness was 
to be p-dscrihed. The adventurers were to be tried and 
incorruptible characters, and, as Joseph Cottle fulfilled 
both conditions, he was aifectionately invited by his 
victor to become one of the immaculate society of 
Pan tisocri tans. The party already eng^ed in the enter- 
prise were four — Lovell, the quaker ; Coleridge, from 
Cambridge ; and Southey and George Burnet, from Ox- 
ford. Bristol was the point of embareation, and the 
youthful founders of the new system were expected 
shortly to aiiive there, Joseph had a humble opinion 
of his merits, and expressed himself imworthy to join 
the sacred brotherhood ; but, to use his own words, "he 
had read so much of poetry, and sympathised so much 
with poets in all their eccentaidtiea and vicissitudes, 
that to see before him the idealisation of a character 
which in the abstract most absorbed his regards, gave 
liim a degree of satisfaction which it would be diflicult 
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to express." Accordingly, he requested Lovell to intM- 
diice his friends as soon as ihey should appear ; and, 
before they appeared, gratified his love for poets in the 
abstract by perusing tlie verses which had already fellen 
ftam the pens of the unfledged enthusiasts. Southey 
was tie first to arrive. "Nevei'," says Cottle, "will tlie 
impression be effaced produced on me by this young 
man, Tdl, dignified, possessing great suavity of man- 
ners, an eye pierdng, with a countenance full of genius, 
kindlineea, and intelligence, I gave him at once the right 
hand of fellowship, and to the moment of his decease 
the cordiality was never withdrawn." Next came 
Coleridge; his eye, brow, luid forehead indicating at 
onee the commanding genius of the man. Interview 
rapidly followed interview, only to increase the first im- 
pression of admiration and respect A touching proof 
of the perfect self-denial of these young men, who were 
bent upon nothing short of the regeneration of the 
world, is given by Cottle at starting. It will be seen 
that their whole intei'course with the bookseller was 
directed by a benevolent wish to increase his intellectual 
and social enjoyments. "Each of my new friends," 
he naively informs us, " read me his productions. Eacli 
accepted my invitations (!), and gave me those routed 
proofs of good tpinioti, ripening fest into esteem, that 
I could not be insensible to the kindness of their man- 
ners, which it may truly be affirmed infused into my 
heart a brotherly feeling, that more than identified 
their interests with my own." Poor Cottle ! 

The bookseller introduced his new acquaintances to 
several friends, and we ai'e not surprised to learn irora 
him that the philosophers found Bristol " a very pi 
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residetice," and, gratified by his invitations and attention, 
contented themselves with preaching of the dehghts of 
Pantisocracy, without taking any steps whatever to put 
their sermons into practice. The inquisitive and philo- 
sophic mind takes pleasure in following the career of the 
purely philanthropic and humane. It will be pleased 
to traee the course of the Pantjsocritans. Cottle grew 
nnfiasy ^ the period arrived for the sailing of tbe ship, 
which was not yet engaged, and for the departure of 
the adventureis, who were resolved to go, having no 
means to set out. In the height of his apprehension 
and distress, however, a letter reached him from one of 
the regenerators of the society, strikingly characteristic 
of all modem reformers, which bi'ought tears of joy and 
gratitude to the eyes of the bookseller, and assured him 
that he was not yet to be cobbed of the society of those 
from whom he had learned to derive so mudi of his 
happiness. The letter was as follows : — 

"My dear Sir, — Can you conveniently lend me five 
pounds, as we want a little more than four pounds to 
make up our lodging till, which is indeed much higher 
than we expected ; seven weeks, and Burnet's lodging 
for twelve weeks, amounting to eleven pounds. 
Yours affectionately, 

" S. T. COLEKIDOE." 

"Never," exclaims the good Cottle, "did I lend 
money with such immingled pleasure, for now I ceased 
to be haunted day and night with the spectre of the 
ship! the ship I which was to effect such incalculable 
mischief I" The money given, the giver waited upon the 
receiver. The Pantisocritan was in a desponding mood. 



iLvGoOglf 



Cottle, "to keep i;p his spirits," reoominended him to 
puhlish a volume of his poems. Tho regenwator an- 
swered with a smile of scorn. He had offei'cd his poems 
ta the tioolisellers in London, and the majority would 
not eyen look at them. One, after diligently reading 
them, offered six guineas for the copyright. "Poor as 
I was," said the reformer, "I refused to accept the offer," 
Cottle offered twenty guineas at once. "It was very 
pleasant," says the guileless old gentieman, "to observe 
the joy that instantly diffused itself over his coun- 
tenance." It was, in fact, too much for Cotlie. " Come, 
I will make it thirty," said the enthusiastic tradesman, 
"and you may have the money when you will." "The 
sUence and the grasped hand," says our dear fiiend, 
"showed that at that moment one person was happy." 
But Cottle is by no means content to make one pei'son 
happy at a time. Off he goes to the other Pantisoeritan, 
and, out of breath, tells him he has given his friend 
thirty guineas for one volume of poems, and he will give 
him the lite sum for another. The effect of the offer 
may be anticipated. "He cordially thanked me, and 
instantly acceded to my proposal." 

Before the tangible advantages of Mr. Cottle's friend- 
sliip the hairbrained scheme of the Susquehanna banks 
faded gradually away. Moreovei', the learned youths 
who proposed to establish peace all over the world could 
not live peacefully among themselves. First, Coleridge 
quaryelled with Lovell, and then he quan'elled with 
Southey. That ponderous but restless genius, never at 
ease with itselt could not adapt itself to the ways of 
others. Coleridge could not be happy in his youth any 
more than he was ti'anquil and contented in his meridian. 
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As a Iwy, lie pined for the solitudes of America ; as a 
man, for vastiiess greater than the earth could give. 
The spirit, tremendous in its powers, and divine in its 
longings, was discontented and wretched in its bondage. 
Hen.ce, the singular and humiliating conti'adiction 
presented in hia character ; the greatness and the small- 
ness continuallj clashing and contrasting ; the magni- 
ficent and goi^eous visions of the gifted dreamer now 
placing him at the &ont of his contemporaries, now the 
small and pitiful doings of the man banishing him to 
tJie lowest seat in the company. 

It is, perhaps, unnecessary to state that Coleridge 
recdved his thirty guineas a yery long time before Cottle 
saw his poems. In the mildest possible way, we are 
assured, and we believe our informant, for it is the 
scnipuloBS Cottle himself the booksellei communicated 
to the poet the grievous complaints of tlie printer ; but 
the answers received were those of injured innocence 
and offended virtue. Still there was noble forgiveness 
at the heart of the Pantisocritan, as the following mov- 
mg epistle, written ia the midst of the printing aii- 
i, abuadantly testifies ; — 

"Dear Cottle,— Shall I trouble yOu (I being over 
the mouth and nose in doing something of importance 
at Lovell's) to send your servant into the market and 
buy a pound of bacon and two quarts of broad beans ; 
and when he carries it down to College-street, to deshe 
the maid to dieas it for dinner, and tell her I shall be 
home by 8 o'clock? 

" Youi-s affectionately, 

» S. T. C." 



iLvGoOglf 



The American delusion abaudoned, Coleridge with- 
out any reasonable meama of keeping a wife, married. 
The leas able Coleridge became to provide for his eatab- 
liabment, the more necessary it was for the indefatigable 
CoUJe to look after him. ""When a common friend 
familiai'ly asked Colei-idge bow be was to keep the pot 
boiling when married ? he very promptly answered that 
Mr. Cottle had mode Mm an offer, and he felt no solici- 
tude on the mhject." The offer was one guinea and a 
half for every 100 lines he might p^sent in blank vei'se 
or rhyme. Of course, many guineas and a half were 
dissipated befow the publication of a single hne. Still 
Cottle complained not. Nay, to console and sustain his 
debtor, be on one occa^on sent him a kind invitation 
to dinner, which the messenger, not finding Coleiidge 
at home, inconsiderately brought back. Colei'idge 
heard of the occuri'enee, and concluding that the letter 
could refer only to one subject, returned an answer to 
the invitation, tbanHng God for his dispensations, but 
asserting bis belief that he should have thanked Heaven 
more bad he been bom a shoemaker, and not a poet ; 
imprecating his fate, and upbraiding poor Cottle for un- 
kindness which he would have died rather than commit, 
and imputing to him motives to which bis heait was 
altogether a stranger. " My happiest moments for com- 
position are broken in upon by the reflection that I 
must make haste ! I am too late I I am already months 
behind! I have received my pay beforehand! 
I have not seen the note, but I guess its contents. I 
am writing as fast as I can. Depend upon it, you shall 
not be out of pocket by me." 

"At the receipt of this painful letter," beautJfiUly 
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proceeds Cottle, " my fijst cave was fo send the young 
and deaponding bawl some of the precioiia metal, to 
cheer his drooping spuits, to infona him of his miatake, 
and to renew my invitation." Shortly afterwards came 
A proposition from the poet. He desired to publish a 
pamphlet on a subject of importance connected with the 
city of Bristol. All he asked was three guineas for the 
copyright, the first sheet to be delivered on Thursday, 
the second on Monday, ifec. The pamphlet never ap- 
peared, but "I presented Mr. 0. with the three gumeas," 
says poor Cottle in a note. It would be an endless taak 
to nan'at* all the exquisite pecuniary adventures with 
which Mr. Cottle's very jumusing' volume abounds. They 
are not confined to the earliest period of the bookseller's 
acqumntance with the bard, but they are dotted here 
and there through the whole conrse of their friendship. 
The following is very instructive in its way : — 

"During the deUveiy of one of his lectures it was 
remarked by mjuiy of Mr. Coleridge's friends, with great 
pain, that there was something unusual and strange in 
his look and deportment. The true cause was known 
to few, and least of all to myself. At one of the lectures, 
meeting Mr. Coleridge at the inn door, he said, grasping 
my hand with great solemnity, ' Cottle, this day week 
I sliall not be alive.' I was alarmed, but, speaking to 
another friend, he replied, ' Do not be afraid. It is only 
one of Mr. Coleridge's odd fencies.' Afterwards he 
called me on one side, and said, ' My dear friend, a dirty 
fellow has thi'eatened to arrest me for 101' Shocked 
at the idea, I said, ' Coleridge, you shall not go to goal 
while I can help it,' and immediately gave him the 10?." 
The Cottle family were doomed to be victimised, it 
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would seem, by tlie too indie p>vtiff^ of the bookseller. 
On one occasion Cottle ventured to entreat for copy, 
which the printer imperiously demanded. Coleridge 
excused himself on. the plea that he was wholly absorbed 
in the interest and affairs of Cottle's brother. Hear the 
biographer I 

"My brother, when at Cambridge, had written a 
Latin poem for the prize, — the subject, Italia Vaslala, 
— and sent it to Mr. Coleridge, with whom he was on 
friendly terms, in manuscript, requesting the favoui of 
his remarks, and this he did about six weeks hefbre it 
was necessary to deliver it in. Mr. Coleridge, in an 
immediate letter, expressed his approbation of the poem, 
and cheei'fully imdertoot the task; but, with a little 
(oh ! gentle Cottle !) of his procrastination, he returned 
^e manuscript, with his remarks, just one day after it 
was too late to send the poem m .'" 

The intellectual and socaal existences of Samuel 
Taylor Coleridge were as distinct as two parallel streams 
flowing side by side, but never joining. The anomalies 
of human nature, whilst they solemnly testify to the 
feet of our fallen condition, give us no clue to reconcile 
or repair them. The most learned and devout of the 
present generation humbly acknowledge for their teacher, 
master, counsellor, and guide, the man who knew not 
what domestic virtue means, what social obligations 
lawfully impose ; the slave who gave himself iip to a 
degrading passion and sacrificed for it ^1 that men are 
accustomed to hold most dear on earth. The means 
of enriching himself by honest labour were prodigally 
given him, yet he preferred to manly exertion the ignoble 
idleness of the pitied mendicant. He received single 
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pounds in diarity, when he might have commanded 
hundreds as the just payment of his honourable toiL 
He knew not the sanctity of a pledged woid. Engage- 
ments deliberately undertaken were given up without a 
thought. If he conti'acted to deliver a lecture, the 
chances were as much gainst as in iavour of his ap- 
pesaing before the crowded audience ^sembled t» listen 
to the teacher who spoke aa one inspired. It was 
nothing that Coleridge had sold his tickets and been 
paid for them. The additional fact was not worth a 
straw in the calculation. And, then, aa t» his home! 
What shall be said of the man whom a faithful friend, 
smitten by his n^ligence and wilful perseverance in a 
life-destroying habit, thus ventui'es to address? — 

"Your wife and children are domesticated with 
Southey. He has a family of his own, which, by his 
literary labour, he supports, to his gi'eat honour ; and 
to the extra provision required of him on your account 
he cheerfully submits ; still, will you not divide with 
him the honour? You have not extinguished in your 
heart the father's feelings. Your daughter is a sweet 
^rl. Your two boys are promising, and Hartley, con- 
cerning whom you once so affectionately wrote, is emi- 
nentiy clever. These want only a father's assistance to 
^ve them credit and honourable stations in life. Will 
you withhold so equitable and small a boon? Your 
eldest son will soon be qualified for the unirei'sity, 
where your name would inevitably secure him patronage, 
but without your aid how is he to arrive there ? And, 
flftei'wards, how is he to be supported ? Kevolve on 
these things, I entreat you, calmly on your pillow." 

Such is the pictui'e presented of Samuel Taylor Cole- 
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*, looking upon the man from the ordinary social 
6 from which we are accustomed to contemplate 
OUT fellow mortals. It is fiu' different when we ourselves 
look up and behold the gifted spirit placed far above 
humanity, on " a heaven-kiesing hiU." The profoundest 
thought, the most subtle and extended learning, the 
most delicate and discEuninating taste, wei'e but second- 
ary characteiTstics of the gi'cat philosopher to whom 
learning came in humility, wisdom with the confession 
of ignorance, to receive the lessons which poured fi-om 
his soul with an aha, a fulness, a scope, an originality 
and force that have never been surpassed in modem 
times, if even they have been ec(ualled in antiquity by 
the great oracles of the Academy and the Poreh, We 
have read of none simply human whose simple convei'- 
sation has been so marvellously rich and beautiful as 
that whieli is described to us by hsteners who have 
left the sage's footstool to become, as it is said, " fresh 
and independent sources of moral action in themselves 
upon the principles of their common master." It is not 
our business to account for the phenomena affoixled in 
tlie character of Coleridge. Intellectually a giant, and 
moi'ally a dwai-f, the chief personage of Mr. Cottle's hook 
affords ample room for hypothesis and pychological in- 
vestigation. Let them be pursued. It is sufficient for 
benevolence to know, tliat before his final departure 
frem the ewth, Samuel Taylor Coleridge wrestled suc- 
cessfully with a vice that at one period of his life 
threatened to master sni destroy him, and that, begin- 
ning the world as a Socinian, he quitted it a humble 
and devoted Chiiatian believer. 

We have left ourselves but little space to speak of 
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one who, infccior to Coleridge in genius, iinmeasuraUy 
excelled him in all that goes to constitute the perfect 
social being. Eohert Soufchey is distinguished as the 
most eminent lUlirateur of his country. His writings 
are as vaiied as his acqiiiremenfs ; both nra of the high- 
est order. He knew moro of many things fian any of 
his contemporaries ; and few have written so much and 
so well with, so little reason for regret and self-reproach. 
He gave a dignity to periodical literatui'e, which imder 
his hand established "a local habitation and a name" 
that camiot but prove highly serviceable in the present 
hour, when readers are accustomed to take their intel- 
lectual food in the smallest quantities, and ho many 
purveyors are abroad to administer unwholesome por- 
tions. The beauty of Southey's pi-ose style is admitted 
by tiiose who deny him high rank as a poet ; but even 
as a poet Southey has committed to posterity produc- 
tions high above mediociity. The purpose of his wri^ 
ings, whether in verae or prose, is always the highest 
and the noblest His productions are as pure as his 
conversation was manly and his life virtuous. He 
regarded religion with the reverence of a child, and 
excluded from the pages which he circulated for the 
dehght and edification of hia fellows, all that was un- 
worthy the man, responsible to his God and fitted for 
immortality. In the midst of a puerile, fantastic, and 
meaningless htwature, such as that to which many of 
our popular writers have doomed ua, we miss the mas- 
culine and invigorating pen of Robert Soutliey. 

We owe it to Mr. Cottle to state that throughout 
his volume not one syllable of violated confidence ap- 
pears with reference to Southey, when such violation is 
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calculated to <io harm to the memoiy of his departed 
fi'iend. From the time that he firet shook hands witli 
the Pantisocritaii iu Bristol, to the mournful hour when 
Souttey gazed upon his oldest and dearest friends without 
tliepowerof recognising them, the friendship of the biog- 
rapher and the author suifered no flaw. The flow of theu' 
intercorase was equable, and as fresh in the sunset as in the 
dawn. " Southey," says CottJe, writing to John Foster 
in 1842, "spent a week with me four or flve years ago, 
when he manifested the same kind and cordial behar 
vioiir which he had uniformly displayed for nearly half 
a century, and which had never during that long period 
been inten-upted for a moment Nor was steadfastness 
in friendship one of his leiat excellencies. From the 
khidlinesa of his spirit, he excited an affectionate esteem 
in his friends, which they well knew no capriciousness 
on his pai't would interrupt ; to which it might be added, 
his mind was well balanced, presenting no unfevourable 
eccentricities, and but few demands for the exercise of 
charity. Justly, also, may it be aflirmed, that he was 
distinguished for the exemplary discharge of all the so- 
<aal and relative virtues,— disinterestedly generous, and 
aerupulouHly conscientious, presenting in his general de- 
portment eourteousness without servility, and dignity 
without pride. There was in him so much kindliness 
and sincerity, so much of upright purpose and generous 
feeUng, that the behef is forced on the mind that, thiough 
the whole range of biogi'aphieal annals, few men endowed 
with the higher order of intellect have possessed more 
qualities commanding esteem than Robert Southey, who 
so happily blended the great with the amiable, or whose 
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memory will become more permanently fragrant to the 
lovera of genius or the friends of vii-tue." 

Coleridge and SoutLey are but two of a distinguished 
multitude. Of many dear to the lovere of English lit- 
erature and science the pages of Joseph Cottle abound 
with pleasing anecdote and agreeable reminiscences. 
We refer our i-eaders to them, and shake the venerable 
and chatty Joseph warmly by the hand. 
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THE LIFE OF JOHN KEATO. 

It is the old story 1 "We are again aummoned to ad- 
mire where once we despised. The dtizena of Bristol 
erect a monument to the memory of Chatterton, who, 
to save himself from death through hunger, took poi- 
son, and was thrown, pauper-like, into tJie biuying 
ground of Shoe-lane worthouse, London. Keate, 
spurned and persecuted in his lifetime, is welcomed to- 
day, and from his distant grave begins to influence 
thought in the land of his birtli, -which he quitted in 
proud, but intolerable despair. The instances are two 
out of many. The tale did not begin with "the mar- 
vellous boy, the sleepless soul, that perished in his 
pride ;" it has not ended with Adonais, whose soul — 

Beacons from the abode wheve tJie eternal ai-e," 

Our present task is a simple one. We cannot recall 
genius from the tomb to witness the final triumph of its 
long suffering, and to console itself for its wrongs in the 
consciousness of our remorse. We may in the public 
marketrplace do justice to the citizen whom we ostra- 
dsed. in ignorance and hooted forth in folly. 

John Keats was bom undei- an unlucky star. Ho 
was beset with evil influences from the moment that he 
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felt his own great strengtli. Had lie been suffered to 
aUcal in 'd dbutby tlieinightofhisspirit,hewowld 
n h be n t uck down on the way by the fury of 
n wh w e a ng war to the death agmnst his aa- 
sot ate. Ke. ts at tarting waa the victim of a quarrel 
b tw a part who, l^e most antagonists, were 
vr n and we e ght in their respective grounds of 
I pos t n The hoaen or forced companions of Keats, 
wl en, as a n b y, he resolved to dedicate bis life to 
the sen ce t p t y, were unfortunately members of a 
a:,bool. Unfortuuately, again, the sharpest and cleverest 
critics of the day were membeiB of another. The author 
Oomtis himself would not have escaped Scot-free from 
the encounter. Keats might have sung as an angel, 
and bis voice would have made no impression upon ears 
that listened to nothing but the promptings of an inter- 
nal and most vindictive rage. 

There is much to be said for and against the bellig- 
erents. It is not to be denied that if the critics of the 
early part of the century were vicious beyond all bounds, 
the objects of their attack were but too often ridiculona 
past all hope. The very worthy and, in their way, 
highly respectable gentlemen who, at the time of Keats' 
appearance upon the stage, had formed themselves into 
a snug coterie, and under the unpoetical title of " Cock- 
neys," forced public attention to a most ridiculous ex- 
pression of many rare and noble sentiments, invited 
satire and Ifud themselves fairly open to the assaults of 
the evil-disposed. Grown-up men are not suffered, in 
the heart of our practical and manly nation, (o play the 
parte of children. Even the madness of our poets must 
have ita method, or be dismissed to the asylum. What 
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could be done with a small family of lyrical aspirants 
who employed the muse in writing sonnets to one an- 
other, and the greengrocer in prepaiing crowns of ivy for 
mutual coronations ? How was it possible to avoid a 
laugh at the amiable simplicity of inveterate Londoners, 
who converted Primrose Hill into Parnassus, and de- 
liberately waited to the Vale of He^th at Hampstead — 
not for health, but inspiration? Two of the earliest 
productions of poor Keats indicate, in their veiy titles, 
how thoroughly he had identified himself at stariang 
with the puerilities of his friends. One is suggested by 
sleeping Jn Mr. Leigh Hunt's pretty cottage on the 
Hampstead Road ; the other owes its ori^n to a neigh- 
bouring paddock. Hunt, Eaalitt, Shelley, and Godwin, 
were the bactere of the boy when he stripped, with a 
lion's heart, to fight his great battle for fame ; and never 
had moi-tal deeper reason to pray heaven to save him 
ffom his friends. The greatness of the names ai'e be- 
yond all doubt; so is the fiict that in the year 1817, or 
thereabouts, they wew sounds to alai™ the rising gen- 
eration, and tUe veriest bugbears of society. A letter 
of recommendation from any one of the four waa a cer- 
tiun passport, not to n^leet — that might have been 
borne — but to persecution and insult. The fiiilings — 
tiie vices, if you will — of one and all were visited on tie 
head of their unfortunate prot^g^, whoever he might be. 
Keats, chivalrous to a ftiult, cannot be said to have been 
caught when his sympathies ui^ed him to the side of 
individuals whom, in his soul, he believed to be cmelly 
oppressed. 

The critics were far from blameless. They revelled 
wantonly in their strength, and took nnfiur advantage 



iLvGoOglf 



of tlie time. The peaiie of Europe, the triumph of or- 
der, the frightful remembrance of the French Eevolu- 
tion, the downfall of the Corsican despot, gave extraor- 
dinary power to the pen advocating Conservatism, and 
opposing the d^gns of Democracy. The friends of 
Keats wei'e politicians as well as poefs ; one, indeed, the 
chief and most affectionate, was suffering in prison the 
penalty of excesdve liberality which had been betrayed 
into a libel upon the then Prince Regent. There can 
he no doubt whatever that flte literary aitic, assuming 
the sword of the political partisan, struck at the fantas- 
tic poet through the heart of the uncompromising Eadi- 
cal, and mocked the writing chiefly because he hated 
the man. Tlie temptation to crush wm immense, but 
the mode of attaidi was, after all, cowardly. Society, 
but too willing to stigmatise the conscientious Reformer, 
needed not the instigations of falsehood to bring its 
whole scorn to bear upon a few well-meaning and high- 
hearted, although, in many respects, misgiuded men. 
Climes were imputed to harmless dreamers in the 
Hampstead fields, in the existence of whidi the accusers 
themselves never believed. 3?raotices were hinted at too 
monstiwus for belief— if anything can be too monstrous 
for prejudice to credit and enjoy. The responsibility 
and gravity of tiie literary judge utterly gave way be- 
fore the necessity of silencing an enemy to Church and 
State. You opened the critic's pages for a touch of his 
quality, and found him belabounng, with a heavy 
cudgel, an unhappy devil lying alwady half ci'uslied 
under his foot. 

In suoli a state of things Keats I'ose — an nndoubted 
poet. Do not question tlie fact with the evidence you 
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have around you. It is the spirit of Keats tliat at the 
present moment hovers over tlie beat of our national 
poesy, and inspires the poetic genius — such as it is — of 
our unpoetic age. Had he lived, he would eventually 
have towered above his contemporaries ; dying before 
he was twenty-aix yeais of age, he took his place at once 
among the examples whom he so passionately loved, 
and the models he so successfully imitated, and so closely 
approached. £7>dy7mon, full of faults, overflows with as 
many beauties, and Ixitli are stamped with greatness. 
The most unsparing i^viewer of the time was not half 
so conscious of the many defects of this extraordinary 
composition as the author himself^ who, at the begin- 
ning of his career, entered upon a system of self-tuition, 
the effects of which are strikingly appai«nt at its close, 
although the interval is spanned by a very few months. 

" Knowing within myself" says Keats in his preface 
to Endymioa, "the manner in which this poem has 
been produced, it is not without a feeling of regret that 
I make it public 

"What manner I mean will be quite clear to the 
reader, who must soon perceive great inexperience, im- 
maturity, and every error denoting a feverish attempt 
rather than a deed accomplished. The two first books, 
and indeed the two last, I feel sensible ai'e not of such 
completion as to warrant their passing the press ; nor 
should they, if I thought a yeai''s castigation would do 
them any good. It will not ; the foiindatlons are too 
sandy. It is just that this youngster should die away ; 
a sad thought for me, if I had not some hope that, 
while it was dwindling, I may be plotting and fitting 
myself for verses fitter to live. 
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"Tliis may be speaking too presumptuously, and 
may deserve a punishment ; but no feeling man. will bo 
forward to inflict it; he will leave me alone, with the 
conviction tliat there is not a fiei-cer hell than the feilure 
in a great object This is not written with the least 
atom of purpose to forestall criticisms, of course, but 
from the desire I have to conciliate men who are com- 
petent to look, and who do loot, with a jealous eye, to 
the honour of English literature. The imagination of a 
tjoy is healthy, and the mature iraagioation of a man is 
healthy, but tliere is a space of life between in which 
the soul is in a fenoent, the character undecided, the 
way of life uncertein, the ambition thick-sighted ; 
thence pi'oceeds mawkishness, and all the thousand bit 
ters which those men I speak of must necessarily taste 
in going over the following pages. I hope I have not, 
in too late a day, touched the beautiful mythology of 
Greece, and dulled its brigthness, for I wish to try once 
more before I bid it ferewell." 

Such was fhe honest declaration, aud such the 
simple and maseuline strength of a mere youth in his 
earliest adventure; tut it did not save him from the 
wrath, he anticipated and deprecated. Even at tliis dis- 
tance of time, it is not without a smarting sense of pfun 
that the lover of Keats takes iip Undymion and becomes 
conscious of the many opportunities for ridicule which 
the poem presents, but which tenderness and a simple 
desire for the honour of the national literature would 
have known how to appreciate. The intoxication of an 
imagination that scorned, in ils joyous deliriimi, the 
pi'omptings of reason and judgment, is visible through- 
out ; but the luxuriance of the highest poetic faculty was 
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in itself a pledge sufficient of tlie poet's future eminence. 
Fov the reasons already given, liie essential beauty of 
tlie structure was overlooked by flie arbiters of the day 
in tbeir eagerness to expose tbe grotesqueness, and, it 
may be, the absuiviity of the ornament. It was a huge 
mistake, but time alone was required to coirect it To 
attempt the annihilation of genius because of its exag^ 
gerations and imperfections, ia tbe most fruitless of all 
efforts. The exuberant free must not be npbrmded with 
sterility because it needs pruning. In his choice of a 
subject we believe Keats to have been unfortunate. 
Against the opinion of his present biographer ive are 
disposed to assert that his first steps would have been 
safer had they been not on classic ground. Unac- 
quainted with Greek, and deriving his inspiration and 
knowlei]ge not directly from the primitive sources, a 
tone and stamp were g^ven to characters and subjects 
that startled by their novelty, and provoked irresistible 
mirth from the associations which they suggested. 
Scholars were offended, and the nninilaated were puzzled. 
Whilst LemprieTe^s Dictionary lent blocks, John Keats 
furnished the clothing. The skeleton of Pagan mytho- 
logy looked strange enough in its modern garb, and 
the kindly diapoaed might be pardoned for their smile 
of wonder as they watched the august visitor of anti- 
quity taking his splendid airing in the Hampstead fields. 
The minor faults of the composition were certainly not 
few. It was evident to tbe lightest reader that the au- 
thor of Sndymion, instead of adapting rhymes to his 
subject, very frequenliy indeed compelled his subject to 
bend obsequiously to hia rhymes. The effect of this 
high dereliction of the poet's sacred duty is too visible. 
II* 
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But sum up all the vices of style, and all tke faults in- 
separable horn the nature of the subject, and there re- 
mains behind a poem that wilt live, because it beais the 
impress of undoubted originality and power, and is 
redolent of fJie stuff which makes Milton and Johnson, 
Fleteher and Shakspeate, &(i household gods they have 
become. 

The affecting modesty of the preface to Endymion 
was not crushed by the fate to whid. the poem ifaelf 
was immediately doomed. The Quarterly and Slack- 
wood fell upon Keats as an infuriated bulldog might 
fasten upon the nect of some lone child. A letter, 
signed " J. S," appeared in the Morning Chronicle of 
October 3, 1818, remonstrating against the tyranny of 
the revieweiB, and an eager friend sent the newspaper 
to Keata to console the stricken poet in his misfortune. 
Hear the poet's answer : — 

"9(A Oct., 1818. 

" My dear Hessey. — You are very good in sending 
me the lettei' from the Chronicle, and I am very bad in 
not acknowled^ng such a kindness sooner. Pray, for- 
give me. It has so chanced that I have had that paper 
every day. I have seen to-day's. I cannot but feei 
indebted to those gentlemen who have taken my pait 
As for the rest, I begin to get a little acquainted with 
my own strength and weakness. Prmse or blame has 
but a momentary effect on the man whose love of 
beauty in the abstract makes him a severe critic on his 
own works. My own domestic criticism has ^ven me 
pain without comparison beyond what Blaekumod or 
the Quarterly could inflict ; and also, when I feel I am 
right, no external praise can give me such a glow as 
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my own solitary re-perception and ratification of what is 
fine, ' J. 8.' is perfectly right in regard to flie ' alip- 
sliod Hmdifmion^ That it is no iaiilt of mine. No ; 
tliough it may sound a little paradoxical, it is as good as 
I had power to make it by myaelf. Had I been neryous 
about it being a perfect piece, and with that view asked 
advice and trembled over every page, it would not have 
been written ; for it is not in my nature to fumble. 
I will write independently. I have written inde- 
pendently, withml judffmenl ; I may write independ- 
ently, and with judgment, hereafter. The geniiis of 
poetry must work out its own salvation in a man. It 
cannot be matured by law and precept, but by sensation 
and watchfulness iu itself, That which is creation must 
create itself. In Endymitm I leaped headlong into the 
sea, and thereby have become better acquainted witii 
the soundings, the quicksands, and tiie roelra, than if I 
had stayed upon the green shore, and piped a silly 
pipe, and took tea and comfortable advice. I was 
never afi^d of failure ; for I would sooner fail than not 
be amongst the greatest." 

Hear this sagacious detector of personal weakness, 
this proudly humble man again ! He is writing to his 
brother in America : — 

" My poem has not at all succeeded. In 

tiie course of a year or so I think I shall try the public 
again. In a selfish point of view I ahonld suffer my 
pride and my contempt of public opinion to hold me 
silent, hut for your and Fanny's sake I will pluck up 
my spirit and tiy it again. I have no doubt of success 
in acouiseofyears if I persevere; but I must "be patient." 
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Aad yet again !— 

" I have proceeded pretty well with Lamia, 

finishing the first part, which consists of about 400 
lines. I have great hopes of success, because I make 
use of my judgment more deliberately than I have yet 
done ; but in case of my failure with the world, I shall 
find my content" 

In the year 1820, less than two years aitev the 
publication of Endymwa, the poem of Syperion, ap- 
peai'ed with other compositions. The journey was all 
but accomplished. The earlier poems of Keafa had 
exhibited striking vigour shrouded in obscurity, and the 
sinews of thought, though sadly encumbered with fervid 
mystification. A leap of years had been made in the 
interval. For simplicity, beauty, grandeur, and the 
deep^t pathos, Hype}-ioti is scarcely to be Buipaased in 
the language. With one spring the rejected, but in- 
spired boy, had placed himself where he had long 
hoped and prayed to be. "I think," he says in one of 
his lettei'S, "I shall be among the English poeta aftei 
my death." 

Keats wrote no more I On the 23rd of February, 
1821, he died at Rome — not "snuffed out by an 
article," as the tradiljon goes, but the victim of a dis- 
ease whidi had already destK)yed his mother and his 
younger brother. It may be seen fiism the glimpses 
we have given above that the effect of malignity was 
not to depress tlie poet, but rather to rouse him, as a 
criticism had already i^oused Byron, to the vindication 
of his genius, and to the putting forth his strength. 
There was nothing of death in the ati'ows that came 
from the reviewer's quiver. Had no " article" ever been 
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written, we question whether Keats, witTi his fore- 
doomed tendency fo physical decay, could at any time 
of his life have passed mustei at a life insurance office ; 
consumption had marked him for her own. He liBgered 
hut little, and, after death, the only wondei' was that 
lie had lingered so long. Who knows how closely 
allied, in the case of Keats, wei* &e mother's inherit- 
ance and his own intellectual pre-eminence. 

The ]>ersonal history of poor Keats may be sum- 
med up in a few lines. His fether was in the employ 
of Mr. Jennings, a liveiy-stable keeper in Mooi'fi.elda, 
and, marrying his master's danghter, became a partner 
in the business. He died &ora the fall of a horse in 
the year 1804, and at the early age of thirty-six. His 
mother, " a lively and intelligent w^oman, was supposed 
to have prematurely hastened the birth of John by her 
passionate lore of amusement." She died of consump- 
tion in the year 1810. His brotliera were — George, 
older than himself, and Thomas, younger. He had 
also a sister, youngest of all. The elder brother mar- 
ried and settled in America ; the younger died of con- 
STimption in the poet's arms. The devotion of John 
Keats to this suffering invalid, during the whole of his 
protracted illness, constitutes a fair feature in his short 
and fiery life. The poet was bom on the 29th of Oc- 
tober, 1795. When about five years old he was sent, 
with his brothers, to the school of Mr. Clarke at Enfield, 
and lie quitted the school after the death of his mother, 
when he had reached his fifteenth year. His pursuits 
at school are thus described ; — 

"After remaining some time at school with Mr. 
Clai-ke, his ■ intellectual ambition suddenly c 
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itself; he detarmined to carry off all tile firat piizes in 
literature, and he succeeded ; but the ohject was only 
obtained by a total sacrifice of his amusements and 
favoui-ila exercises. Even on the half-holidays, wieu 
the school was all out at play, he remained at home 
translating his VirgU or his FeneUm. It has frequently 
ocouiTed to tlie master to force him out int« the open 
air for his health, and then he would walk in the 
garden with a book in his hand. The quantity of 
tanslatdons on paper he made during the last two 
years of his stay at Enfield was smprising. The twelve 
books of the jEneid were a portion of it ; but he does 
not appear to have been familiar with much other and 
more difficult Latin poetjy, nor to have even com- 
menced learning ihe Greek language. Toohe'i Pan- 
tkeon, Spetice's Polymetis, and Lempritr^s Dictionary" 
(slender fiiniishing surely) "were sufiicient fully to 
introduce his imagination to the enchanted woi'ld of old 
laytliology. . . . He docs not seem to have been a sedu- 
lous readei" of other books, but Jiohinson Crtuoe and 
Marm/mleVs Incas of Peru impressed him strongly, and 
he must have met with Shakspeare, for he told a school- 
fellow considerably younger than himself, ' that he 
thought no one could dare to read Macbeth alone in a 
house at two o'clock in the morning.' " 

When Keats quitted school, in 1810, he was ap- 
prenticed for five years to Mr. Hammond, a surgeon of 
Edmonton. From Edmonton he passed to London to 
walk the hospitals. He became in time a qualified 
practitioner, but not before the Muse had won him 
over to her side, and the acqusuntance of the gentlemen 
to whom we adverts at the commencement of this 
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article had, hy their countenance, example, and suppoit, 
induced him to prefer the path of letters to the doctor's 
Biirgery, In 1818 Shidymioti was published ; in 1820 
Hyperwn, and other poems; and very shortly after- 
wards he ruptured a bloodvessel, took to his bed, and 
rose from it to lie down agmn soon aftei'wards for ever. 
Despairing of restoration at home, in company with a 
devoted attendant and friend, Mr, Severn, the artist, 
Keats Bet out for Italy. He visited Naples and Rome ; 
in the latter city placed himself under the care of Sir 
James Clark, then practising in Rome, tut very soon 
sank under the melancholy and pitiless disease to which 
two membere of his femily had already fallen victims. 

Connected with tia illness and death may be men- 
tioned two inddents that for tlie living reader contain 
a mournful and a striking interest. Amongst the earliest 
friends of Eeats were Haydon, tlie painter, and Shelley, 
the poet. When Keats was first smitten, Haydon 
visited tiie sufferei', who had written to his old friend, 
requesting him to see him before he set out for Italy. 
Haydon describes in his journal the powerful impression 
which the visit made upon him — " the very colouring 
of Uie scene sti'uck forcibly on the painter's imagination. 
The white curtains, the white sheets, tie white shirt, 
and the white skin of his friend, all conti'astod with the 
bright hectic flush on his cheek, and heightened the 
sinister eifect ; he went away, hardly hoping." And he 
who hardly hoped for another, what extent of hope had 
he for himself ? From the poet's bed to the pmnter's 
studio is but a bound for the curious and eager mind. 
Keats, pitied and struck down by the hand of disease, 
lies in paradise compared witii the spectacle that comes 
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e ua — genius weltering in its blood, self-destroyed 



Pass we to another viaioii ! Amongst the indignant 
declaimera against fie imjust sentence which criticism 
had passed on Keats, Shelley stood foremost. What 
added poignancy to indignation waa the settled but un- 
founded conviction that the death of the youth had been 
mainly occasioned by wanton persecution. Anger found 
relief in song. Adonais : <m Ehgy on the Death of 
John Keats, is amongst the most impassioned of Shel- 
ley's vei'ses. Give heed to the preface : — 

" John Keata died at Rome, of a consumption, in 

his twenty-fourth year, on the — day of , 1821, 

and was buried in the romantic and lovely cemetery of 
the Protestants in that city, under the pyramid which 
is the tomb of Cesldus, and the massy walls and towers, 
now mouldering and desolate, which formed the circuit 
of ancient Rome, The cemetery is an open space 
Mnong lie ruins, covered in winter with violets and 
daisies. It might make one in love with death to think 
that one ihould he buried in so sweet a place." 

Reader, carry the accents in your ear, and accom- 
pany us to Leghorn. A few months only have elapsed. 
Shelley is on the shore, Keata no longer hves, but you 
will see that Shelley has not forgotten him. He seta 
Biul for the gulf of Lecici, where he has his temporary 
home ; he never reaches it. A body k washed ashore 
at Via Reggio. If the features are not to be recognised, 
there can be no doubt of the man who carries in his 
bosom the volume containing Lamia and Hyperion. 
The body of Shelley is burned, but the remjuna are 
carried — ■■ — whither ? You will know by tlie deserip- 
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tion, " The cemetery ia an. open space among the rums, 
covered in wmter widi violets and daisies. /( might 
make one in Imre vntk death to think that one should be 
buried in so aweet a placer There he hes! Keats and 
he, the moumer and the mourned, almost touch ! 



r, 184J. 
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SPORTIS-Q IN AFRICA * 

John Bright should be in ecstasies ! Eoualejn 
Gordon Ciimraing, after five yeaiB absence from his 
native land, retixms to help the member for Manchester 
to abolish tte game laws. What will be the use of lawa 
for the preservation of game when, the game itself ia 
repudiated? Five Yews of A Huntm'g Life has 
already reached a second edition. Two editions more 
will about exhaust the sporting readers of the United 
Kingdom ; and what sportsman then, what individual 
with a blush of shame in liis fallen nature, will survey 
a poor partridge with a nobler sentiment than he re- 
gards the barn-door fowl ? We date the British lion to 
spend his magnificent energies in running a timid un- 
reMsting hare off his agitated legs the instant he ascer- 
tains how the unaided pluck of one man has extin- 
guished the supremacy of his African prototype. As 
easily imagine that England's admired aristociacy will 
pass their holydays in cat«hing flies and flaying earwigs, 
as suppose that they will condescend to cowardly bat- 
tues, having learnt how the imeaged lion himself may 
be met on equal terms, and vanquished bravely, ss a 
king should be. It is time to enlai^ the sphere of our 
recreations. In all that concems our daily occupations 

» Time?, Sep. IB, 1850. 
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we have been marciing of late in seveE-leagufxl fioots. 
With respect to our manly pleasures we are still in 
swaddling clothes. In the days of rmlroads and elec- 
tric telegraphs, marine and earthly, it is really too 
derogatoty to himian dignity to gallop after a harmless 
puss, viith the view of giving fire to the blood of the 
undignified pursuer. We have never . awakened to the 
fact before, so complacently does wonder sleep upon the 
neck of custom. Eoualejm tlie First opens our eyes 
with his' rifle, and it will not be that potentate's lault if 
we lazily do^ them again. 

It is not, however, without an alarming sense of 
inability that we presume to deal with the adventures of 
Eoualeyn Goi'don Gumming, prince of hunters, con- 
queror and autocrat of all the beasts. We are con- 
scious of our great audacity in. venturing even to quote 
the achievements of a hero, now for the first time in 
his life weeping because there are no more animals to 
vanquish, and desolate because the megatheiium was 
disposed of before he took to shooting. What can the 
feeble quill say of a gentleman who quitted Great 
Britain that he might take part in a war against sav- 
ages, and bade adieu to civihzaljon and the Cape, 
because wari'ing with mere men yielded no relish 
to his splendid and bloody mnbition! With what 
spirit shall we address ourselves to the labours of a 
fellow Christian who seriously informs us, that " the 
sweetest and most natund sounds " he ever heard were 
the bellowings of a whole troop of hungry lions, to 
which he listened in the depths of a forest at the dead 
hour of midnight, "unaccompanied by any attendant, 
and ensconced within 20 yards of the fountain " which 
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2S0 SPOIMIK'G IS AFHICA. 

tie said lions were awfully appvoachiDg ; that it was 
"ajojrfiU moment " to him when, on another occfiaon, 
he found himself iace to face with a maddened lioness, 
and he " at once made iip his mind that she oi" he mnat 
die " — the chances being twenty to one at the moment 
in fiivour of the bi-ute ? How can we assitoilata our 
notions of things in general with those of aa individual 
who gravely assures ua that "lion hunting may he 
followed to a certain extent with comparative safety," 
and that nothing more is required of "him who would 
shine in the ovei'poweringly exciting pastime of hunt- 
ing thia justly celebrated king of beasts," than " a tol- 
erable knowledge of the use of the rifle, and acquaint- 
ance with the disposition and manner of lions ( ! ), 
perfect calmness and self-possession ( '! ), and a reck- 
lessness of death ( ! ! ! ) V To speak the plain truth, 
Mr. Eoualeyn Gordon Cumming's ideas of enjoyment 
are so very peculiar, and the coolness with which he 
talks of things unpleasant is so absolutely frightful, 
that a flesh and blood reviewer is about as much at 
home with him as the adventurous editor of a weekly 
newspaper found himself the other day deciding, with 
bludgeons on either side of him, between the respective 
merits of the amiable Tipton Slasher and the not less 
redoubtable Bendigo. 

We are not too proud to acknowledge our utter 
incapacity in the presence of a personage who cannot 
close his eyes o' nights for the intense amusement he 
derives iioia a mad chorus of leopards, elephants, and 
hyenas, all screaming within a few yards of his dormi- 
tory ; vrho mourns for a gim that bursts in his hands 
" aa David mourned for Absalom ;" who " takes coffee " 
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and then "rides for a leopard;" v/ha closes a chapter 
of his journal and tumbles into his hole witt a memo- 
randum, that "lions roar about tlie camp all tlie even- 
ing" jotted down in the temper of an elderly gentle- 
man closing his diary with the unexdijiig remark, 
" theimometer 53 in the shade ;" who diseovera to his 
horror the corpse of a faithfiil followei' half eaten up 
by a lion, and endeavours " to divert his mind" by 
starting at once " in quest of elephants ;" who takes to 
crocodile ahooting as a recreation after sterner sport as 
a man inclines to a robber after chess ; who " ends a 
grim lion's career with a single ball behind the shoul- 
der, cutting (he mam arteries dose to the heart," and 
then affectingly " plucks a lock of hair" &om the be- 
loved one's mane, tliat he may wear it close to his 
bosom in everlasting and tender remembrance : who, 
struggling with a hippopotamus in the water, expresses 
" his great astonishment," ^ be might have done had 
he been struggUng with a new-born babe, that " he 
could not guide the monster in the slightest; but she 
continued to splash and plunge and blow, and make 
her circular course, carrying him along with her aa if 
he were a fly on her tail ;" who " could not die happy" 
until he had slaughtered an elephant, and who positive- 
ly desciibes as "pleasant work" an encounter with one 
of the giants of the forest, in the coui^e of which the 
mighty beast recdved " 35 balls, all about and behind 
his shoulders," and I'eceiving them was fain to imluce 
hia fiirioTis pace "to a very slow wait," for "blood 
flowed fiom his trank and all his wounds, leaving the 
gi'ound behind bim a mass of gore ; his frame shud- 
dered violently, his mouth opened and shut, his lips 
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262 SPOHTIKO IN AFRICA. 

quivei'ed, his eyes were filled with, tears ;" who chases 
rhinoceros as boys run after biittei'flies, and who can- 
not for the life of him conceive that " tlie coward exists 
not prepared fo die" any moment for a lovely and 
glorious land uninhabited by any but savage beasts mid 
equally wild and leas governable men. 

Travellers tell strange tales, especiaJIy just now, of 
Africa. The last accounts furnished by the explorers 
into the lar interior make known the startlJEg (act, 
that the country, instead of being as supposed a worfli- 
!ess desert, is a land of snowy mountains, great rivers, 
and inhabited not by negroes but by people as white 
as ouraelves. According to Mr. Cununing, tie portion 
of Africa to which he confined his exploits, is quite as 
remarkable as himself — and that is saying much. A 
bite of a dog, as everybody laiowa, is nothing to laugh, 
at in England ; in Africa a snake may "spit his poison 
into the eye of a martsman, and yet never interfere 
with his skiJl in drawing his bow." One night, whilst 
Eoualeyii was occnpied " bagging buffaloes, rhinoceros, 
toodoos, zebras, and other game, a Lonid snate," 
writes the hunter, " flew up at my ^e and spat poison 
into it. Immediately I washed it well out at the foun- 
tain. I endured great pain sil night, but the next day 
the eye came all right." In Afiica you may live in the 
water and take no haim, auffei' acute rheumatism and 
experience no inconvenience, lose all your strength and 
yet not be in the slightest degree feeble. "On the 
15th," it is written in Eoualeyn's diary, "I felt very 
ill, but in the forenoon I went down to the river, where 
I shot two sea-cows. In the evening, feeling woi'se I 
bled myself^ but strong fever was on me all night," 
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Three days afterwards tlie writer's state of health, was 
no better: — 

" On the 18tt I feit extremely wealt and nervous fi-om the 
fever and the quimtity of blood which I had lost, insomuch fiat 
I Btwtfid at my own shadow, and Bereval times sprang to one 
aide when the Icevea ruetled in the bushes. I walked along 
the bank of tie liver with my gun loaded with araall shot, in- 
tending to ehoot ft partridge for my brealdaaf. Preaenily I 
came upon the ireeh dung of bull elephant^ and at the some 
moment my people at the wagons eaw two old bulla within 
200 yards of them ; and the wind bring favoumbJe they walked 
unsuepidonsly. After a very slwrt chase I simeeeded in kilting 
both 

In Africa, too, horses fall upon the top of the rider 
and hurt him aa much as the horse at Astley's hurts 
Mr. Widdicomh, when, at the word of command, the 
trained Arab steed quietly lets himself down and dies 
for a feed of com in the arena. Guns bmist in the 
Afiican himter's hand and lead to no unsatJsfacfory 
results ; disease visits him only to strengthen, and suf- 
fering comes really to add to the physical and moral 
enjoyment, 

EKtemal natui'e keeps up the African standai'd. 
AfticMi " peals of thimder are the most appalling, the 
most fearful" Mr. Gumming ever heard ; " the forked 
lightnings " is to match ; " the terrific hailstorms" are 
" such as I had never before witnessed ;" the size of 
the atones rendering the boasted " large as an egg" 
of our oldest rural inhabitant simply ridiculous. We 
have rained ladybirds and frogs in Eent and Surrey 
before now, but tie first flight of locusts beheld by 
our huufer makes us blush for the national vermin. 
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" On tliey came like a snowstonn, flying slow and 
Bteady, about a hundred yards from the ground. I 
stood looting at them until the air was darkened with 
their masses, while the pl^n on which we stood became 
densely covered with them. Far as my eye coiUd 
reach — east, west, noi-th, and south — they stretched in 
one iiiibroken doud, and more than an hour ela[wed 
before theii- devastating legions had swept by." On 
the earth, or in the air — birds, beaata, or insects— it 
is all the same. " The most extraoiyiinary and stiiking 
scene as connected with beasts of tlw chase" that Mr. 
Oumming had ever beheld, was a herd of springboks 
covering miles of ground. " To endeavour to form any 
idea of the amount of antelopes which he that day 
beheld weve vain ; but he has, neveitheless, no hesita- 
tion in stating tliat some hundreds of thousands of 
springboia were that morning within the compass of 

It was on the 23d of October, 1843, tliat Mr. Gum- 
ming quitted Grahamstown on his firat sporting four. 
Instead of a dogcart he drove a waggon drawn by 
many oxen; his ordnance conasted of three double- 
barrelled rifles by Purday, William More, and Dick- 
son, of Edinburgh ; three stout double-bari'elled guns 
for rough work; much lead; many bullet moulds, 
powder flasks, and shooting bells; himdreds of pounds 
of gimpowder ; tliousands of gim flints, and tens of tliou- 
sands of percussion caps. The waggon was laden with 
baggage, provisions, and general stores ; the saddlery 
was made np of two English hunting saddles, common 
saddles for servants, and one pack saddle to convey 
venison to camp. Of horses at starting tlie himter had 
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but two; of servants and attendants Ijut four; and of 
cash in hand eiacUy 200^. Equipped aa lie was, Mr. 
Gumming "considered himaelf prepared to undertake 
a journey of at least 12 months among Boers or 
Bushmans, independent of either," 

As Mr. Gumming receded from the Cape his sport 
became more exciting and his danger greater. Pro- 
ceeding northward from the abode of civilization 
through the haunts of semi-barbarous tribes, he work- 
ed his way up to tlie mHTsited. and dreaded domains of 
the fraternity whose representatiyes in England are 
contemplated ■with greatest advantage and pleasure 
through iron baia and in tiehly-loaked dens. Begin- 
ning with hai-mless and timid deer, he closes his mar- 
(^ous eai'eer with foot to foot conflicts with the wild- 
est and bloodiest of beasts. Van Amburgh was a poor 
apprentice compared witli our hero. The American 
drew the teeth of innocent cubs and lashed them into 
fear of man. The Briton presented himself alone in 
the primeval forest as champion of human kind, and 
dared any ten of its hoiiid inhabitants to contest tie 
belt with him. What battles he fought we tremble to 
think of. What victories he won the native mlers in 
those distant parts will never cease to remember. We 
trust they will remember them with gratitude and love. 
Whatever slaughter may have been committed in iheii' 
ranks, none was inflicted in vengeanca Isaac Walton 
himself never fondlM a worm or gaesd upon the hys- 
teric breathings of a gasping flsh with half the tender- 
ness felt by Gordon Gumming as often as he raised his 
feithful "Purday" and uneixing "Dickson of Edin- 
burgh." "On the 23d," wa find it written in bis diary, 
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" I stood up in my tole at dawn of day. Afier 1 had 
proceeded a sLort distance, I perceived the head of an 
old bull lookiug at me over a small rise on the bushy 
plain. The head disappeared. On gaining the rise I 
i^in saw the handsome head, wifli its strangely hooked, 
fUir set hoina, gazing at me from the long grass some 
hundred yards in advance. He had lain down. I held 
ivi though I had intended to go past him ; hut before I 
neared him he sprang to his feet, and endeavoured to 
make off from me." The heart of the hunter was 
pierced. Hear how lie proceeds I " Poor old bull / 
I at once perceived thai it was all over tuith him." Yes, 
there was little douht of it. " I walked up to within 
80 yards of him, and sent a bullet through his heart." 
Another cMe of hull occurs. Gaaing one morning 
from his hole, the anxious hunt«c pei'ceives a fine brin- 
dled bull giioo dashing into the watera of a fountain 
within 40 yards of him, followed by four tearing, fiei'ce- 
looking wild dogs, " Ail the four had their heads and 
shoulders covered with blood, and looked savage in tlie 
extreme ; their eyes ghstened with ferocious glee. My 
anxiety," Mr. Gumming goes on, " to possess this fine 
old bnll, and also a spe<amen of the wild dog, prevent- 
ed my wailing to see more of the fun." Much against 
the promptings of his nature, for " he could not help 
feeling veiy reluctant to fire at the jolly hounds," the 
sportsman filled at the gnoo and at the largest hound 
right and left. His aim was good in all respects — 
too good for the distressed and mourning hunter. As 
to the hounds, ho " could not divest himself of the idea 
that they deserved a better recompense for the masterly 
manner in which they had pursued their desperate 
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game ;" and for tlie unhappy guoo — but here ai'e Ml'. 
Cumming'a admirable reflections on hia end at full : — 

"Poor old boll I I could not kelp commiseraling his &te. 
It is melsnclLolj to Te&ect tiiat in accordance with the laws of 
nature anch eeenea of pain must ever be ooeuiTiiig; one 
spaoiea, whether inhabiUng earth, air, or ocean, being pvo- 
ducad to become tlia prey of anotJici'. At night I watolicd 
the watei' with faii'lah moonltghl, and shot a largo epottod 
hyena." 

We listen to a martyr philosopher ! 

We cannot drag ourselves away from the constantly 
recuwing instances of Mr, Gumming's morbid yet most 
becoming aensibihty. Chasing a herd of giraffes he 
eontrives to turn the finest cow out of the herd. Note 
the animated and considerate pursuit : — 

" Finding herself driven from her comrades and hotly pui'- 
ened, she increased her pace, and cant«red along with ti'emen- 
do\i3 atrldea In o few minutea I was riding withio five' yards 
of her Btern, and, fii'ing at the gallop, I sent a bnllet into her 
back. Inci'easing my pace, I next rode nlongade, and placing 
the muzzle of my rifle ■within a few feet of her, I fired my 
second shot behind the shonlder. Dismounting, I haatity loaded 
both barrels, pntting iu double charges of powder. In a short 
time 1 brought her to a stand in. the di'y bed of a watercourse, 
whei'e I fired at fift^n yai'ds, aimiDg where I fhongbt the 
heart lay, upon wliich she again majie oif. Haying loaded I 
followed- Onee more I broiiglit her to a stand, and dismounted 
from my horse." 

"The reader will conclude that when the gii-affe and 
Mr. Gumming are face to face, and there is no escape 
for the beautiful runa-way, that the hunter's first thought 
and act tend to destruction. Not in the least. Hia 
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soul ia oveiflowing with emotion at tie instauf. Tlie 
spotted creature has oue shot in her hack, another behind 
her shouldei', a double charge from two barrels as close 
to her heart as circumstances will permit ; but the up- 
permost sentiment in the mind of the pursuer is one of 
almost tinutterahle aifeetion. The giraffe drops at last, 
a sacrifice to affection. " There," esd^ms Nimrod, with 
the outburst of a lover, " there we stood together, alone 
in the wild wood. I gazed in wonder at her extreme 
beauty, while her soft dark eye, with its silky fringe, 
looked down imploiingly at me, and I felt a pang of 
sorrow, in this moment of ttiumph, for the blood I was 
shedding. Pointing my rifle towards the skies I sent 
a bullet through her neck." This it ia to be " saerificers, 
not butchers, Caius Cassius !" 

There are drawbacks to all sublunary enjoyments- 
even to a hunter's life in the far interior. " It often 
happened," quietly writes Mr. Gumming — " when I had 
Iain down for tlie night with no other roof above me 
tlian the vaulted conopy of heaven, that my placid 
slumbers were rudely disturbed by rain falling like a 
waterspout on my face. Such events as these were es- 
tremeiy disagreeable," — we intreat the reader's attention 
to the profound humility of the word, — extremely dis- 
affreeaUe,raoie especially when it came down so heavily 
as to predude the possibility of maintajuing our usual 
watehfires. In weather like this the prowling tyrant of 
the foi^est is ever most active in his search for prey, and 
our ears were occasionally greeted with the deep-toned 
voice of troops of lions, as attracted by the smell of 
our beef they prowled around our encampments." 

Can it be possible that Mr. Gumming regards it as 
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a special piovidence and a reward of merit that he ivas 
peimitted " to leave the red deer, which he loved to fol- 
low in his native laad," in orderto enjoy recreation such 
as this ? Altogether " a nicht wi' Cuinming " must 
have been about as dismal a paatime as the mere pleas- 
ure-seeker can conceive. Shortly after the hunter had 
tafeen to his al fresco couch on the 12th of March, he 
states that — " Two poi'cupines came grunting up to him, 
and stood within six feet of where he lay. About mid- 
night," he proceeds, " an old wildebeest came and stood 
within 10 yards of me, but I was too lazy to fii* at him. 
All night T heard some creature moving in the eraeted 
earth beneath my pillow, but, believing it to be a mouse, 
I did not feel much coneemed about the matter. I 
could not, however, divest myself of a painful feeling 
that it might be a snake." And, therefoi'e, by way of 
foi^tting the incident entirely, our admirable fiiend 
wrapped his blanket round his body and lulled himself 
to sleep. "While taking his breakfast nest morning, Mr. 
Gumming, who awoke much refreshed from invigora- 
ting slumbei^ obseiTcd his men caiiying a veiy large 
serpent. On approaching their master's bedding " they 
had discovered the horrid reptile sunning itself on the 
edge of the blanket, until on perceiving them it ghded 
in beneath it." All that Mr. Gumming has further to 
say on the subject, is to describe its cliaraeter for the 
benefit of any comparative anatomist to whom the in- 
formation may be interesting. " It was a laige speci- 
men of the black variety of the puff adder, one of the 
most poisonous serpents of Africa, death ensuing with- 
in an hour after its bite." 

s have no chance at any time with tho hero 
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of AJtyi'e. His encounter with a boa shows what may 
be done in a case of extremity. One day, following 
the track of one of hia monsters, he suddenly detected 
an enormous old rock snake steaUng in beneath a mass 
of rock beside him. This woiild not do at all. The 
hunter was desirous to preserve tlie skin, and for the 
reptile to sneak away in so uncivil and inhospitable a 
fashion was a breach of good manners not to be for- 
given. To shoot the boa would have been to spoil the 
cuticle. Ouv hunter proceeded with more discretion. 
He cut a tough stick about eight feet long, lightened 
himself of his shooting belt, and then went to work. 
Our readers will appreciate the delicacy with which we 
request Mr. Gumming to finish the 3(017 ™ ^^'^ '^^^'^ 
words: — "Seizing him by the tail (!)" so runs the 
aoooimt — 

"I tried to get him out of hia place of refiige; but I 
hauled in vain, lie only di'ew liis Jai'ge foMa firmer togethei' ; 
I could not move him. At leogth I got a eti'ip of hide round 
one of his folds, about the middle of hia body, and Kleinboy 
(Mb attandunt) and I eommeaeed hauling away iii good ear- 

We stop for a moment to inforai the reader that an 
engraving in volume 3, page 128, represents Mr. Gum- 
ming and the boa at this critical period of tbeir playful 
controversy, and that too much praise cannot he given to 
the boa, all Mr. Ciunming's explanations notwithstand- 
ing, for his evident self-denial and devotion to the cause 
of manly sport throughout the whole proceeding. 

"The snaTce," praoeeda the journal, "finding the gi'ound 
too hot for him, relaxed bia coila, and suddenly bringing round 
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Ilis Ijead to the fi'oiit lis apniQg out at us ]ike un ari'ow, wiili 
hiB immense and hideous mauUi opened fo its lai^est ditnen- 
siona, and before I eould get out of liis wtiy ha was dean out 
of his hole, and made a eeeond spring, throwing himself fof- 
viaid about eight or ten feei^ and snapping hia homd ihugs 
wilhrn a foot of my naked legs; I aprang out of his way, and 
getting a hold of Uia green bough I had out I retiuTied to the 
oliwge. The anake now glided along at top speed; he knew 
the ground well, and waa making for a maaa of broken rocka 
where he would have been beyond my reach; but before he 
could gwn this place of refuge I caught him two or three tre- 
mendons wlmots on his bead. He, however, held od, and 
gained a pool of muddy water, which he waa rapidly orossing, 
when I again belaboured him, and at length reduced Ilia pace 
to a stand. We then hanged him by the neck to a bough of 
a tree, and in about fifteen minatea he seemed dead ; but he 
again became Ycry troublesome during the operation of skin- 
ning, twisting hia body in all manner of ways. This serpent 
measured fourteen feet" 

We cannot pretend to accompany Mr. Gumming 
tlirougli all hia sublime and unpaKdleled adiieyenients. 
It is sufficient to state that the combat just recorded ia 
but an insignificant episode in the fearful history of ad- 
venture and bloodshed in which tiie auUior of the vol- 
umes before ns found himself engaged dming tiie space 
of five years. The Knight of Altyre entered the dart 
fisreats of Africa, there planted his standard, and gaily 
procltumed battle a Voutrance against all comers. No 
tournament of old ever witnessed such foes, such, fights, 
such spoils, — antelopes, lions, crocodiles, elephanta, leop- 
ards, giraffes, wild dogs, big buffaloes, ovei'grown hippo- 
potami, in tens, in twenties — yea, in fiflies, answered the 
Scotcliman's challenge, and united to att^t tlie strength 
of his heart and the stony flnnness of his brave right 
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hand. Wtat the Society for tlie Prevention of Cruelty 
to Animals will tHnk of tlie business we will not 
venture to guess. Might we advise tte members of 
that gentle institution, we woiild humbly SH^;est to 
them to regard it as a dream and a feble. The hunter 
himself tells lis that one night his sleep was harassed by 
distressing dreams. He dreamt that lions were scour- 
ing the world in search of him. Sfcirting in the hole 
which served him for a bed, he uttered a loud shriek 
and could not recollect in what pail of the world he 
stood. He heard the i-ushing of li^t feet, aa of a pack 
of wolves, close on every side of him, accompanied by 
the most unearthly sounda. In the next moment, to 
his hori'or, he saw himself surrounded by savage wild 
dogs, chattering and growling. They might be counted 
by scores. There was not a moment for consideration. 
Eternity yawned before the hunter, but his presence of 
mind came when the fri^tftd dream had passed away. 
He knew that a hnman voice had power over the beasts 
of the eaitb, that a resolute bearing conld appal the 
flei'cest. Di'awing himself up to his full height, he 
waved his large blanket with both hands, and addressed 
his savage assembly, as Demosthenes before him had 
overtopped the raging watei's of the sea. The effect was 
electrical and decisive. The dogs acknowledged the 
supremacy of man, and retired to a respectful distanca 
Under the peculiar ciroumstances of a hunter almost 
alone in African forests it is easy to beheve that di'eam- 
land and the land of reality lie very often in close prox- 
imity — that the confines of both cease to be discrimi- 
nated and are not unfrequently interchangeable. Let tlie 
Society aforesaid, then, be comforted. For om' part we 
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know not scepticism. They of weaker feitb. may do 
homage 'lo their incredulity, and still exhibit no want of 
charity towards Roualeym Gordon Curainiiig, by accept- 
ing one half of his wort as gospel, and attrihutiiig the 
rest to the suppers of underdone lions, which are clearly 
as inimical to quiet repose as Welch rabbits and pork. 
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CnANTRKY THE SCULPTOK. 



s Chantkby was a poor boy. His father rented 
a small fann at Jordanthorpe, near Sheffield, and died 
when hia son waa only 12 years of ^e. The widow 
in the fli'st year of her bereavement, married again, tak- 
ing unto herself as husband — much to the disgust of 
her son, who would never call his mother by the name 
she had acquired on her second marriage-— a farm ser- 
vant of her own, by name Job Hal). Frauds, ^er the 
manner of slep-sons, was quickly placed in a grocer's 
shop in Sheffield, but aftei- a few weeks' misery behind 
the counter he wfs removed, at hia own earnest request, 
and apprenticed to " Eobei't Ramsay, of Sheffield, in the 
county of York, carvei' and gilder," the contents of 
whose ahop-wiadow had caught the eye of the grocer's 
boy and communicated, as is the wont of such insti'u- 
ments, potently and mysteriously with his genius. Ten 
pounds were paid at the binding, and the apprenticeship 
was for a long seven years. The date of the indenture 
is Sept. 19, 1797, when Chantrey was 15 years old. 

Mr. Ramsay, besides being a caiTer in wood, was 
also a dealer in prinfs and plaster models. Chantrey at 
once set about imitating both. He began to work the 
moment he set foot in the carver's shop, and he ceased 
his labors only when he died. In a foimer brief notice 
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of his character we have called att«iition to the thorough- 
ly English qualities, in virtue of which Chantrej won hia 
way to renown. His example is valuable chiefly in this 
regard. His patience, industiy, and steady perseverance 
achieved everything for iim that he subsequently won. 
His bit^aphere (Mr. Holland as well as Mr. Jones) 
place Chantrey upon a pedestal somewhat too high for 
hia deserts. We presume the amiable fault is inevitable 
in all biographical attempts. The hero must transcend 
all former heroes, or the soiibe is at fault. But, in truth, 
there is no occasion to demand for Chantrey more than 
he may lawfully aspire to. His countrymen are not 
slow to recognise claims so valid and so well understood. 
Chantrey's genius was not overwhelming or astonishing ; 
his compoations had nothing in them of high imagina- 
tion and of strictly called poetic elevation. But for sim- 
plidty, beauty, and truth, his worta are not to be sui*- 
passed ; and they evoke admii-ation and applause as tiie 
undoubted, though unpretending, triumphs <)f a gifted 
mind well disdplined in Hie sdiool from which no ge- 
nius, however lofty, can skulk without peiil of misadven- 
ture. In Eamsay's shop, Chantrey copied the prints, 
worked at the carvings, cleaned pictures, and tried his 
' prentice hand as a modeller upon the face of a fellow- 
workman. He did more. At a tiifling expense he hired 
a small room, to which he retired to spend every hour 
he could call his own in modelling and drawing. " It 
was often midnight," wiites Mr. Holland, " before he 
came home; but neither master nor servant ever sus- 
pected he liad been anywhere but in his obscure studio, 
drawing, modelling, or poring over anatomical plates." 
He was still an apprentice when he made the acquaiut- 
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aiiee of Jonathan Wilson, the medal engrnyei'. In the 
old High-street of Sheffield was a low gloomy shop, cal- 
led ""Woollen's CiiiailalMig Library." "In a back 
chamber of lliese premiaes," Mr, Holland informs us, 
" night by night, towards the close of his apprenticeship, 
did young Chantrey and his ftiend Wilson devote them- 
selves to the pencil, thdr principal exercise being to copy 
the drapery of a series of French prints of statuaiy." 
Subsequently meeting Mr. Eaphad Smith, "the dis- 
tinguished draughtsman in crayon," at his master's 
house, and growing impatient of wood-carving, Chan- 
trey induced Mr. Ramsay to cancel his indentures two 
years before his term of apprenticeship expired. A 
friend advanced £50 to effect his release, and freedom 
being obtained, Chanti«y, then in his 21st year, made 
the best of his way to London. Reaching that scene of 
his future greatness, he called immediately upon an unde 
and aunt, both hving in the service of Mrs. D'Oyley, in 
Curzon-street, Mayfeir, and that lady, much to her ci'edit, 
gave the young ai'fiat a room over her stable to work in, 
and requested his uncle to see him daily supplied with 
a necessary knife and fork. 

At Mrs. D'Oyley's, Chantrey was still a man of all 
work, cleaning the pictures in that lady's house, and oc- 
cupying himself now with pwnling and now with sculp- 
ture, yet doubtful as to which pursuit he should finally 
and exclusively devote his powers. A very few montJis 
lifter taking up his residence in Mayfair we find the active 
youth back in ShefSeld upon a flying professional visit, 
making the most of his advantages at this as at every 
later period of hia life. Mr. Holland has fished from 
the Sheffield Iris of April 22, 1802, a characteristic ad- 
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vertiaement referiing to this artistic speciLlation, mudi 
too good to be lost : — 

" F. Chanti'ej, with all due deference, begs permisaion to in. 
foiTii the kdies and gentlemen of Sheffield and its Tieinity, 
that durhig hia stay here he wbhes to employ hia time in tak- 
ing of poiiraits and ci'ayona and miniatores, at the pleaanre of 
the person who ahall do liim file honour to sit. F. C, though 
a young ai'liati has had the opportunity of acquiring improve- 
ment from a sfriot attention to the worts and productions of 
Mesara. Smith, Arnold & Ca, gentlemen of eminence. He 
truats in being happy to produce good and satiafiickiiy like- 
neaaes' and no esertion ahall be wanting on hia part to render 
his hnmble aff its deserving some small share of public patron- 
agfi Teims — fiom two to three guineas, 24, Pai'adiac-squai'e^" 

Tlie TdFeitiirfi was not without custom. Indeed, Shef- 
field had patronised his exertions in this direction before, 
and Ml Holland enumerates as many as seventy-two 
poitraits still to be found in Sheffield and the neighbor- 
hood, aU painted by Ohauttey before he forsook the brush 
for flie chisel. Among the seventy-two are portraits of 
Ohantrey's old schoolmaster; of James Montgomery, 
the poet ; of an old man, whose canvass announces that 
the wort is " done by Francis Chantrey, a self-taught 
youth, of Norton parish ;" of a cutler, who paid Chan- 
trey the firat guinea he received for the exercise of his 
pendl ; and of an ambitious confectioner, who gave the 
artist £5 and a pair of top boots.' for alikenass "in oil, 
of the brownish tint, rather tamely executed." 

Two years elapsed from tlie first visit to Sheffield, 
and Chantrey had made sufficient progress in seulptui'e 
to justify a more ambitious appeal fo the patconage of 
his fellow-townsmen. The Sheffield Iris of Oct. 18, 
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1804, is again the vehide of hia liumble petitioi 
work. Thus niiis the advertJsement ; 



"F. Chanti'ey cespeetfully soUcita the pattonage of the ladies 
Rod gentlemen, of Sheffield and its environs in the above arts, 
dwing the I'eoeaa of the Itoyol Academy, -wMeh he hopes to 
merit from the apeinnien ha has to offer to their nttsnUon at 
his apartments, No. 14 Norfollt-atreet. As models G'oin life are 
not generally attempted in the conntry, F. C. hopes to meet 
the liberal sentiments of an impni'tjol public" 

There were Sheffield gentlemen ready to be done in 
plaster, as tliere had been cutlers and confeclJOEers wil- 
ling to be immortalized in oils, Moreovei', there was a 
laudable desire to push native talent, and Chantrey was 
fairly taiken by the hand by the men of Sheffield. A 
coixeapondent of a local jonmal called attention to the 
genius which providence liad unexpectedly raised in the 
land of hardware, and the first opportunity was seized 
to bring its capability publicly to liie test, A monu- 
ment was to be raised to the memory of the late vioai' 
of Sheffield, in 1805, and Chantrey, then 24 yeara old, 
was selected for the work. So successful was the artist 
on tliis occasion, that Montgomery, in alluding to his 
achievement, prophesied that " his genius would not 
only confer celebrity on the little village of Norton, the 
place of his birth, but reflect glory on his native coun- 
tiy itself." Three yearn after this performance, Chantrey 
sent for exhibition to Sheffield " a gigantic head of Sa- 
tan," modelled in the room over the stable in Mayltur, 
and remarkable not only as an indication of the sculp- 
tor's powers, but as tiie harbinger of all liis subsequent 
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success. Flaxman, wlio liad seen and admired tliis head 
at ihe Exhibition of the Royal Academy, recommended 
ChanU'ey for the execution of the busts of four admi- 
rals required for the Naval Asylum at Greenwich. This 
commission led immediately to others. Painting was 
^ven up. The professional visits to Sheffield were also 
abandoned ; no furtbei' advertisements were inserted in 
the Shejgkld Iris. Chanti'ey married, and received sub- 
stantial coin with his wife. Mk. D'Oyley's butler was 
comfortably warm in respect to the things of this life ; 
and when he gave his daughter to hia nephew, he added 
a sum sufficient to enable the latter to build himself a 
studio, and to take a position worthy of his prospects. 
From first to last, Chantrey received of his wife's money 
considerably more than £10,000 ; and of all ai-tists that 
ever hved Chantrey knew best how to turn such gifts 
of fortune to good account. 

Francis Chantrey, like Byron, rose one morning and 
found himself femous. In the year 1811 he had sis 
busts in the Exhibition ; and one of these was the head 
of Home Tooke, whidi bi'ought commissions, according 
to Chantrey'a own account, amounting to 13,000?, It 
is very likely that with this enormous success, acquired 
through the instrumentality of the radical philologer, 
Chantrey's own radicalism began to decline. The sculp- 
tor was a fuiious democrat in his early stni^les, sneei'ed 
at the reigning family, and roared for sir Franca Bnr- 
dett As he invested his thousands in the Three per 
Cents, the respectability of existing institutions visibly 
increased. A more gentlemanly old Tory never lived 
than Chantrey at the age of 60. 

In 1811, over fifteen competitors, Chantrey was se- 
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lected to execute a statue of George III. for tlie city of 
London. tVom that year until 1817 he commanded 
in his pcofession. By univei'aal consent he was allowed 
to he Tinequalled in his time as a modeller of busts, and 
nothing, indeed, can surpass the force, the truthfulness, 
and simplicity of these works. In 1817 he was elected 
an a^odate of the Royal Academy, and executed the 
exquisite monument of " The Sleeping Childreii," now 
b Litchfield cathedial. Mr. Holland is very much dis- 
tressed because it has been contended that the sole merit 
of H^ededffn, of this monument does not rest with Fran- 
cis Chantrey ; and he takes infinite pains to prove the 
contrary. Mr. Holland however, might have spared his 
indignation and his trouble. There ia no doubt that 
Stothard's pencil gave Chantrey the original sketeh for 
this lovely work of art ; the sketch is in existence, and 
will ,we believe, he shortly published in Stothard's life. 
It ia equally certain that the snow-drops placed in the 
hands of the younger sister were a poetic and affecting 
suggestion of Allan Ciuiningham. But what then 1 
Look at Stothai'd's drawing, and compare it with the 
grace, feeling and irresistible beauty of the sculptured 
monument. It mattera little who designed the sketch, 
while the mai'ble remmns to atteat the power, peiwp- 
tion, and matchless skill of the mind that gave it glow- 
ing life. No eye that has ever gazed upon those artless 
forms has cared lo look beyond them or to inquire too 
curiously into their origin. They speak, silently sleep- 
ing, STifScient for their creator. What sculptor of Chan- 
trey's day could have wrought such wort had the whole 
Academy combined to furnish him with a subject! 
From 1817 untiU his sudden death in 1841, Chan- 
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trey's cai'eer was one of wonderfuUy profitable occupa- 
tion and accumulating triumphs. Four monai'chs sat 
to him, and the list of remarkable persons whose iacea 
he perpetuated in marble is much too long to be enu- 
merated here. The last bust on which Chantrey wi'ought 
with his old spirit, and the last which he touched with 
the chisel, was that of Queen Victoria, now at Windsor, 
justly regarded by Piinee Albeit as the best existing 
bust of Her Majesty. The last bust modelled by Chan- 
trey was that of lliord Meltoume, but upon this the 
sculptor labored with his own hand veiy little indeed. 
His strength was failing him at the time, and the noble 
sitter was himself suffering fi'om ill-health. Indeed, we 
have reason to know that while Lord Melbourne would 
iiiyariahly quit the studio in Eccleston-street with a sad 
conviction of the sculptor's waning iaculties, Chantrey 
himself would at the same time commiseratingly de- 
plore to his friends the visible decline of a statesman's 
once dear and active intelleet. Neither suspected his 
own trouble, but both regarded the other as passing ra- 
pidly into a state of hopeless mental deci'epitude. 

Chantrey had a dread of modelling horses, and 
made more of one horse than Duorow ever made out 
of his whole stud. The first " horse commission " was 
the George IV. for the marble arch ; the second. Sir 
Tiiomas Munro, for Madras ; the third, the Duke of 
Wellmgton, for the city. Of these unquestionably the 
finest is the Munro ; but all the horses are from the 
same model In the fiiit two no difference whatever 
is made in the animals ; in the Duke of "Wellington's 
case the head of the hoi'se is altered, but in other re- 
spects the steed is that mounted by Sir Thomas and the 
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King ; aud no otliei-. For George IV. Uhantrey re- 
reived 9,000^., and profited 3,0001. ; for Mohto, he was 
paid 7,000^., and pcolited as much ; for the Duke of 
Wellington his charge was 10,000^., and hy this he must 
have gained at least 5,000f. In his later years the sculptor 
became greedy of commissions and money, and anxious 
to secure everything. He was eager for the Wiltie sta- 
tue, and eagerer still for the Glasgow "Wellington statue ; 
but the Glasgow people, having a laudable fear of tlie 
old horse, took refuge in Marochetti. 

These and other points to which no reference is 
made in Mr, Holland's boot are of interest in estimating 
the character and claims of Francis Chantrey, It is 
worthy to be noted— for, certainly, tlie discovery would 
never be made by an inspection of hia works — iJiat 
Ohantrey's vidon was very imperfect Of the right eye 
he had no use whatever ; yet he was an excellent shot 
Of reading, he had none. His education had been of 
the very humblest; yet no one would have accused 
him of ignorance on any matter. He had sui'prising 
tAOt, a singular iaculty of olservation, admirable fedlity 
of acquiring knowledge in his daily walks, and perfect 
skill in concealing his poverty. He was brought up, 
the son of a working man, first in a poor cottage, then 
in a carver's shop ; but he was at ease in the society of 
princes, and his manner was as fa* removed from ot- 
sequioua flattery as from vulgar rudeness. He had a 
fine and frank independence which endeared him to his 
inferioi's, and gave dignity to his professional character 
in the eyes of those above him. It will hardly be said 
that OLanti'ey during the whole of his professional and 
highly "respectable" life was disposed to disturb the 
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many useful institutions of Ms country ; but one verj 
important instdtution he feiled to support hy any exten- 
sive personal co-operation. It is a feet, tiiat except to 
be maixied, or to put up a monument, Cbantrey never 
was inside a chuich in his life. Mr. Holland complains 
that Mr. Jones in his Recollections has made no mention 
of Chantrey's visits to a place of worship; but we con- 
fess that this is somewhat hwd upon Jones, who has 
made miatates enough, as wo all know, without heing 
forced into others against his will. If any one is to be 
blamed for Jones' silence in this respect it is ceitainly 
not the biographer; and Mr. Holland would seem to be 
of that opinion when he very properly vindicates the 
character of Bacon, the sculptor, and shows how a man 
may humbly ftdfll the not very irksome public dnties of 
a Christian without the smallest sacrifice of his preten- 
sions to eminence in art. 

In his will Chantiey provided that the whole of his 
large fortune, amounting, we believe, to £90,000, should, 
at the decease of his widow, become the pioperty of the 
Royal Academy, for the pui'pose of purchasing " works 
of fine art of the highest merit in painting and sculpture," 
but only such as shall have been entirely eKocutod "ivith- 
" in the shores of Great BritMn ;" the " wish and inten- 
tion" of (he artist being "that the works of art bo pm- 
chased shall he collected for the pmpose of forming and 
establishing a public national collection of British art in 
painting and sculpture." One or two minor hequests 
are of a curious nature. As a mart of his r^ard for the 
long services of his old lieutenant, Allan Cunningham, 
Chantrey stipulated in his will that the latter should be 
entitled to receive a legacy of ^2,000 upon his super- 
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intending tiie completion of the WelliDgton statue. 
Allan attended to the impoitant work up to tlie day of 
his deat3i, but he died before the statue was completed, 
and — whatever may have been the intentions of the 
testator — liis family lost the money. Another bequest 
was a gift of £50 per annum, "to be paid to a school- 
master, under the direction of the vicar or resident 
clergymiin, to instnict 10 poor boys of the parish of 
Norton without expense to their parents;" but the con- 
dition of the l^acy was the perpetuation of the donor's 
tomb. Mr. Holland j^ves no explanation of this some- 
what unusual proviso ; hut it is worth recording never- 
theless. Many years before his decease Chantrey at- 
tended at St. Martin's-in-the-Fields, with a friend, the 
funeral of Scott, who was shot in the duel with Chrieatie. 
The gi'aveyard was strewed with human bones, and the 
gravedigger was adding indisoiiminately and irreverently 
to the heaps. Chantrey inquired of the sexton what 
eventually became of those last remains of mortality. 
The sexton replied with a smile, that when they grew 
too plenfjfiil they were carted off in loads to the Thames. 
The Mend described the effect of this answei' upon the 
frame of Chantrey as painful in the extreme. His cheeks 
grew sickly white, and perspiration poured down thorn. 
At the moment he looked himself a corpse newly risen 
from the grave before him. " I will take care," he said 
with a shudder, " that they do not cart my hones to the 
Thames. They shall be undisturbed under my native 
sod." And, accordingly, there are five pounds pei" 
annum for 10 poor boys of the village of Noiton, so 
long as they will remember industriously to pluck the 
weeds and to remove the nettle that deface the grave- 
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stones of Francis Chantrey, The sculptor subsequently 
paid a forinal visit to Norton, and carefully selected the 
spot for his last resting-place. While looting for it he 
encountered the gi'avedigger, who approached liim 
mattock on slioulder ; " I am looking out a place for a 
grave," eaid Chantrey, " hut I don't mean you to dig 
it." "I hope I shall," replied the gravedi^er quietly 
and civilly: and it is likely enough that he did, for 
within a year the renowned sculptor was deposited neai' 
the humbler family dust that had mingled with the 
earth before him. 

1851. 
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AN-CIENT EGYPT. 



Mo3T persons know that ■witliin the'last half century 
great reaeai'ches have been made by individual or na- 
tional enteifiise into the poetry and antiquities of Egypt 
by the enterprise of travellers and tlie diligence of 
archteolog^ts, among whom England claims the names 
of Young, Wilkinson, and Vyse. Few perhaps know 
what lias been the result of these researches. They lie 
scattered over a mimlier of works in different languages, 
beyond the reach even of the ordinary student, much 
more of the genera! reader. Mr. Kenrick has under- 
taken the task of supplying a synopsis, and this tast he 
appears to us to have accomplished excellently well.* 

Ho commences with the- land of Egypt. Id tlie 
East gi-eat rivera ai* the parents of eivihzed nations. A 
gi'cat river wlrieh by its deposit forms a long valley and 
a bivDad delta of rich alluvial soil in the midst of deserts 
was ite parent, the nouriaher, and the god of the oldest 
civilized nation of the earth. The Nile is Egypt ; the 
Egyptians were those who lived below tie cataracts and 
draiik the Kile. Above the catai'aels tliey pushed their 
arms into Ethiopia, and left there the monuments of 
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their dominion. To the west they were at once de- 
fended and confliied by a desert impaasahle to annies, 
but ■which the o^a rendered passable to the caravan. 
On the aortb. was an almost hai'borlesa sea. On the 
east was another dese]'^_^i-ongli which roads led to the 
poi-ts of the Ked Sea and the mines of Sinai. On the 
north-east the Arabian desert formed an imperfect 1>m- 
lier. It "Was traversed by the hosts of Sesostris and 
SLeshonk, of Nebucbadnezsiar and Cambyses, and serosa 
its, sands Egypt communicated commercially and politi- 
callvjj^th the other seats of ancient civilization, whicb, 
broken by the recurring desert, formed an irregular 
chain from Philistia to China. 

Of the singular productions of E^ypt, the hippopot- 
amus, the crocodile, the ibis, the papyrus, we need not 
speak; There were few beasts of chase, and the Egyp- 
tian conquerors did not begin like those of central Asia 
by being mighty hunters. It vas a land of corn and of 
the viae, of fruit trees and all herbs. The nations sought 
its granaries in femine ; the IsraeUtea in the wildei'nees 
thirsted for the cooling vegetables of ids gardens. Fish 
abounded in tbe Nile, watei'fowl in the marshes. Na- 
ture yielded finely, but perhaps for that very reason the 
mind of man was less exei'cised and less active. And 
the finvarying landscape, the unchanging sky, the small 
number and unpoefic or even grotesque forms of the 
plants and animals, may partly account for lie lack of 
imagiiiation evinced by the most formal and most star 
tionary of nations, scarcely excepting the Chinese. 

Who and whence were the Egyptians ? This ques- 
tion Mr. -Eenrick has to ask, and, like others, to leave 
unanswered. This is the secret which the grave of the 
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Pharaohs will not jieid. PJiysioii^y supphes no due. 
The mimiiny cases, the pmntiiigs and sculptures, depict 
a race short, shght, wifli low foreheads, high cheek 
bones, long eyes, hair now adsp now curled, and a eom- 
pleiiion which, the eonventionaJity of the painter's art 
mates to difter in men and women, but which probably 
was brown with a tinge of red, dark compared with 
that of the Syrian, black compared with that of the 
Greek. Thick lips are frequently seen, but they are 
supposed to- indicate int«Mnamage witli Ethiopians. 
From the negro the Egyptians were ftx removed, nor 
can-they be connected widi any other known race. If 
we tuni to language, a surer guide perhaps than phy- 
siology, we' are again completely baffled. The Coptic 
has-been identified through many etymologies with the 
old' Egyptian ; and of the Coptic, though it became a 
detfd language in die 12th century, much literature re- 
mms. It is' an- uncultivated and-formal tongue, with 
monosyliabic roots and rude inflections, totally different 
ftora the neighboring languages of Syria and Arabia, 
totally opposite to the copious and polished Sanscrit 
The last fact at once severe %ypt from India, and des- 
troys every presumption of affinity that majTarise from 
the presence in both countries of caste, of animal wor- 
ship, and of a religion derivable from primitive adora- 
tion of the powers of nature. The hypothesis of an 
Ethiopian origin sprang irom the notion, natural but 
imtme, that population would follow the course of the 
descending river. Aiid^no tradition among tlie E^p- 
tians themselves told of a parent stock or of another 
land. 

Kespectino; tlie mighty works of Egypt little mystery 
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remains. The great pyramids had been rifled hy iha 
Caliphs, if not by earlier bands, and uo inscriptions liave 
been found. But Tio doubt exists that they were the 
sepulchres of the Kings of Memphis. The Queens and 
th.e " princes of ■ Noph" reposed in smaller pyramids be- 
side the Kings. These mountains of wasted masonry 
belong to the earliest ages of the Pbaraonie monarchy, 
before the time of the Sesostrian conquests, and tbei'e- 
fore they bespeak the toil and suffering, not of captives, 
but of native slaves. Before tlieni couobes the Sphinx, 
hewn- from the rock, to spare, as a Greek inscription 
Bxya, each spot of cultivable land. His 'riddle — for it is 
&-male — is read. He represents, perhaps portrays, ilie 
reigning king, and the thick lips may indicate Ethio- 
pian blood. Tbe'lion's body represents the monai«b's 
might — the human head his wisdom. The rock from 
which the figure is cut broke the view of the pyramids, 
andto conveitit into the Sphjnxwaa a stroke of Egyp- 
tian genius. Pyramids were, in the Pharaonio times, 
peculiar to Memphis. The countless tombs of Thebes 
are excavated in the rocky fece of the Libyan hillg. 
Those of the Tbeban Pharaohs stand apart, and we ap- 
proach through a- naiTow gorge called tlie " Gate of 
Kings." Thepaintingsj sculptures, and inscriptions on 
these tombs, literally the eternal lioaaes of the dead, ai'e 
the .Pompeii of the i^yptiaii antiquary. At Thebes 
arethemagnificent and temple-hkepalaces of the greatest 
of the Pharaohs, &e halls -of their assembhes and their 
counsels, the reeords of their wars and conquests. At 
Thebes, too, is the Memnon, a mutilated statue of Am- 
noph, wbich never was vocal eseept by trick or in imar 
gination, and the Obelisks, whose form is sufRfflently 
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explained, without ol>aeenity or mystery, by tte faiKy 
for inonolitliie monuments and the possession of large 
blocta of granite. The remains oi the LahyiTnfh do 
not enahle us to pronounce Whetlier its 27 hails Were a 
burial-place for kings or eroeodiles, or a place of assem- 
Hy for the provinces of Egypt. 

Vwy Tariotis and very estrav^ant notions have 
been formed of the population of ancient Egypt. That 
it -was dense may well be inferred from the lehgth of 
time'thrOugb which it multiplied in a limited Space, and 
from that evident parsimony of land which drove tombs 
arid monuments to the roeiks, and cities to the edge of 
the desert. Calculations based on the number of cities 
and on the number of men of military age, have plausi- 
bly placed the sum at about 5,000,000, " 

Agriculture was the chief businesa of the Egyptians, 
aad the chief business of agrieiilture consisled in dis- 
tributing and detaining, by canals and dams, the pre- 
cious waters of the Nile. The sheep and cattle were 
numerous. Agrandee of Eilythda possessed 123 cows 
and' oxen, 300 rams, l,20ff goats, 1,500 swine. Lower 
Egypt contained lh.e great pasture lands, and was the 
abode of the herdsmen — a lawless race, and, therefore, 
aa abominafioff- to their more dvilized countrymen. 
The aas was the beast Of burden. The hoi'se was bred 
flar the war-chariot — that great attribute of ancient 
powK'. The breed was sniaU but fine, and pecdliar to 
th& country. They were kept in stables along the Nile, 
and hence they do not appeal- in the landscapes. Hor- 
ticulture was extensively and elaboi-ately practised, both 
fon use and pleasure; and the Pharaohs, like Solomon, 
"made them gai-dens and orchai'ds, planted trees in 
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tliein of all kiiids of fi'uit, and made them pools of wa- 
ter to^water therewith the wood that briageth forth 

"When foi'ced lo serve on ahipfeoard by the enter- 
prise of their own monarchs or by their Persian con- 
queTOra, the Egyptians appear not to have made bad 
sdlori. . They fought well at Salamis. But their na- 
tural tendency was to shun the sea, which they regai'ded 
as the element of the Destroyer Typhon. Their navi- 
gation was on the Nile, which formed the highway of 
their commerce, the path of their prftcesaions and their 
pilgrimages, alid their parage to the tomb. The river 
being thus the univei'sal road, and being moreover with- 
out bridges, must have swarmed with boats of all de- 
scriptions — the heavy ban of the merchant the light 
papy.ma or earthenware skiff of the common people, 
arid the sumptuous barge of Royalty, whose golden pa- 
vilion, masts, and rudder, innged and embroidered 
sails, and sculptured prow, remind us of the galley of 
Cleopatra. The caravans of surrounding nations visited 
Egypt with their precious and fragrant merehandise to 
exchange for her corn and manufactures. But the 
Egyptian trader appeal* seldom to have visited other 
countries either by land or sea. 

The army was a warrior caste. Its might consisted 
in its chariots. No mounted cavaUy appear in any of 
tlie monuments. With this exception they had every 
kind of force, and every weapon known to ancient war- 
fare. They used the long bow and drew the arrow, like 
the English archers, to the ear. Theh annour was im- 
perfect, and more often of quilting than of mml. They 
had regular divisions, with standards, and I'egulai- 
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camps. Their sieges were unscientific, and their means 
of assault, scaling ladders, sapping hatchets and long 
pikes brought up to the walla under a sort of shed. Of 
their battles no definite notion can be formed. All is 
lost in the King, whose gigantic fignre, drawn by gi- 
gantic horses, crushes, massacres, or grasps hj the hair 
scores of liis pigmy enemies, whose hands after the rie- 
tory are laid in heap before him, counted by attendant 
scribes. Thus it is that Barneses the Great and the 
other Pharaohs are seen warring against the Assyiian, 
and Chaldean against the Jew, the Edomite, the Ethio- 
pian, and the " nine bows" of Libya, and assailing the 
" fenced dtaes" of sti'ange races that have long passed 

In tlie lower parts of civilization and mechanical 
arts, the Egyptians had attidned high perfection. Their 
machinery and tools appear to have been defective, but 
the defect was supplied by skill of hand, b'aditional and 
acquired, as it is among the Chinese, They were cun- 
ning workmen in metals, in jewellery, in engravings, in 
enamel, in glass, in porcelain, and in pottery. Their 
fine linen and embroidery wei'e femous. For their 
chariots Solomon gave 600 shekels of silver ; and they 
fashioned into a hundred articles of luxmy the ivory of 
A&iea, the mahogany of India, and the cedar of Leba- 
non. As no specimens remain of thdr domestic archi- 
tecture, it is supposed rather than ascertained that their 
houses were of a simple story with a teixaeed voof. 
The rooms of great men were, at least, richly and ele- 
gantly painted, and furnished with tables, chairs, and 
couches, which have supplied models for the npholstery 
of modem times. 
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Architecture is tlie most material of the arts. It 
was tlie art in which, the Egyptians most excelled. 
They seem to have undeistood, in some degree, 
the gi'andeur whicli results from proportion and agree- 
ment, as well as that which results fi'om size. The pro- 
fuse and elaborate sculpture with which their temples 
are covered does not mar their majesty. Their heavi- 
ness is reheved by (lie glowing sku and the deep sky. 
But the impression produced must always have been 
that of cost and powei' rather than of art Some 
changes of elyle are noticed. The golden age was that 
of the Pharaohs of the 19th dynasty, when the power 
and greatness of the nation were at the highest. More 
florid and less majestic forms mai'k the era of the 
Ptolemies. But in this respect, as in others, the Egyp- 
tians se«m to have maintained their stationary charac- 
ter ; and the remains of Mei'oe, which are now known 
to be among the latest, have been taken for the earliest 
of all the monnmenta. 

In sculpture the summit of manual skill was reached. 
But reli^on, the mistress and tyrant of Egyptian ait, 
pi'cserihed for the images of the gods her unaltei'able 
and often hideous foims, and the rules of an hereditary 
craft, which fixed certain pTOportions for each part of 
the statue, and gave the execution of the several paits 
to several workmen, laid another chain on the genius 
of the artist Painting seems not to have advanced be- 
yond the barbarous excellence of brilliant colors. 
Drawing and design were monstroiw, and the laws of 
perspective, and even of vision, unknown or disregarded. 
Of music, we learn from Plato that it was reatiicted 
to certam established tunes of approved moral tendency, 
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and the wayward Athenian thought all reati'aint whole- 
some as he saw ttat some license was permcioui 

If we pass to adence, we shall flndnoieason for sup 
posingthat the advances ofmodemljmesweie'witicipat^d 
by the mysterious wisdom of the Egyptians Some- 
thing they mtist have tnown of Mtronomy to practise 
astrology, to divide the ecliptic, and to effeot the exact 
orientation of the Pyramids. Some knowledge of 
chemistry is implied in the manufacture of porcelain 
some knowledge of ph3^ology, pathology, pharmacon 
tics, and surgeiy, in their division of the medical art; 
something of geometry in their measurement of land 
and something of mechanics in their enormous biiildings 
and monuments. But their great engines were multi- 
tudes of labourers, aided by such natural expedients as 
the lever, the roller, and the inclined plane, which can 
scarcely be called machines. In other sciences there is 
evidence of long and careful observation, but nothing 
to prove an acquaintance with the laws of nature. Pro- 
gress in the medical art was precluded by the nec^aity 
of adhering to the precepts of the sacred books. Sci- 
ence was monopolized by the priests ; and it is said 
that by them the king was regularly sworn to retain 
the old and nnintercalaf^d year. The want of decimd 
notation, and the consequent clumsiness of the aj'stem 
of numeration, would go fer to preclude the improve- 
ment of arithmetic, or any science into which calculation 
ent«red. 

Literature the Egyptians appear to have had none, 
except of the monumental or sacred kind, including un- 
der the latter head the sacred books of science. But 
the art of writing was practised by them, or at least by 
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the leaiTied part of them, more extensiyeiy tlitm by any 
contemporary nation. Mr. Kenridc gives ua a foil his- 
tory of the interpretation of hiew^Iyphies, the tey to 
wHch was first given by the parallel inscriptions in hie- 
roglyphics and Greek found on the famous Rosetta 
stone, and metes to Young and Champollion their due 
share in that discovery, of which each uncandidly claiiria 
the whole. The hieroglyphics are now known to be of 
three kinds, all of which are generally mingled in the 
same inscription — the pictorial, the symbolical, and tiie 
phonetic. The pictorial hieroglyphic is the simple 
picture of the thing signifled. Symbolical hieroglyphics 
are, among others, a crescent for a monfli, tlie mat«mal 
vulture for maternity, the filial vulpanser for son, the 
bee for a people obedient !o their king, the bull for 
strengtii, the ostrich feather with its equal filaments for 
truth, the lotus for Upper and the papyrus for Lower 
Egypt. To these we may add the bird, which denotes 
a cycle of lime (in Coptic phaneeh), and about which 
such wild tables were received by the credulity of Hero- 
dotus and by that of tJie Fathers. But the greater part 
of the hieroglyphioa are phonetic like our alphabet, and 
are being slowly and precariously deciphered into the 
words of a language which is identified with the ancient 
form of Coptic 

The religion of the Egyptians must be gathei'ed 
chiefly fiom the sculptures and paintings. The reli- 
gious insaiptions and funeral papyri remain undeci- 
phered. The account of Herodotus is rendered suspi- 
cious by his solidtude to foi'ce the Pantheon of Egypt 
into a conformity with that of Greece. The accounts 
of the later Greeks are tainted by their philosophising 
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and. myaticising spiiiL That tlie Egyptian theology 
embodied no profound physical or mebiphyaical system 
is evident from the fact that it was not formed at once 
but by gradual addiljon and development, and that it 
was to tile last partly local. It appears to have been, 
like fJie other religions of the Pagati world— of Greece 
and Italy, of Phoenicia and India — a woi'ship of the 
powers of nature represented by great natural objects, 
such as the sun and moon, or by forma bestial or hu- 
man, which were selected as symbolical of their attri- 
butes. On this groundwork imagination wrought, as 
among the Oreeks, though to a less extent. and in a dif- 
ferent way. "We cannot tell how far the more reflective 
minds may have advanced towards the conception of a 
single God, either independent of or permeating the 
material world ; but contaetwith the philosophic Greeks 
in the age of the Ptolemies can hardly have failed to 
lead to some speculations of this kind, and tlie accounts 
derived from Greek sources of li^yptian mystJeiam, 
though felse of early, were no doubt, in part at least, 
ti'ue of later times. Amuna or Ammon appears to have 
been nominally the chief of the gods. His attributes 
are to some extent identified with those of the sun ; but 
they are not easily distinguished from the attributes of 
several subordinate deities. His ram's head is still a 
mystery. Thoth was the god of intellect and learning. 
His representatives wei* the ape and the ibis ; the for- 
mer, it is supposed, because it approaches nearest in in- 
tellect to man ; the latter, because its black and white 
feather resemble, or may be imagined to resemble, writr 
ing. The popular divinity was Osira, the god at once 
of the Nile and the realms below. T^hon, the scorch- 
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iilg wind of tte desert which dries up the waters of the 
Nile, was the antagonist and murderer of Osiris; and 
at a more advanced st^e of religions speculation the 
two may have represented the conflicting powers of 
Good and Evil. Sacrifices were offered for the ordinary 
purposes — to conciliate the fevor of the gods, to requite 
their benefits, and to avert their wrath. Typhonian, 
that is, red-haired men, were immolated when they fell 
into the hands of the natives in honour of Osiris, whose 
name is concealed in that of the fabled Busiria. That 
the practice of offering human sacrifices is compatible 
with a high degree of civilisation we know from the ex- 
amples of Greece, of Rome, and Mexico. There were 
great gatherings in honour of the gods, in the nature of 
pilgrimages or holy Mrs, which were celebrated with 
festivity, with noisy music, with illuminations, and with 
license. There were mysteries, which were not, in 
Egypt at least, initiations into any thing diffei'ent from 
the popular reli^on; but merely representations^r-cele- 
brated amidst noctnmal gloom — of the sufferings of 
Oairia. If strangers in Egypt underwent painful initia- 
tion, it was an initiatioji into the knowledge of the 
priests, and not into their mysteries. The Egyptians 
believed in the existence of the soul after death ; they 
believed that it would be judged in Amenthe by Osiris 
and his forty-two assessora, before whom it was brought 
by Analis ; they had an Elysium, surrounded by wa- 
ters, where the Osirian — that is, the happy dead — 
ploughed, sowed, reaped, and thrashed, as on eaith — 
a singular want of fency. Retributive pains, by fire 
and steel, are also supposed to have been delected 
among the paintings. At the same time they held and 
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taught to the Greeks the doctrine of metempsychosis. 
It is difficult to reconcile with either of these notions 
their belief that the spirit dwelt in the hody so long as 
the body could be rescued from decay, and the re^ons 
which they gave for bestowing sueh prodigaHty of Iw- 
bour on their sepulchres — that the tomb was man's 
eternal home. The darkness of uninterpreted hiero- 
glyphics still rests to a gi'eat extent on tiie religious 
creed and pracfieea of the I^yptians. But three things 
we think we can discern from the information which 
Mr. Kenrick has collected ;— 1, That the Egyptian reli- 
gion was to all essential respects like the other religions 
of Paganism, and traceable to the same sources ; and 
consec[uent]y that whatever may be Egypt's "place in 
univeraal history," she is not likely to assume an extra- 
ordinarily important place in the history of theology ; 
or to affect, in any material respect, our vievra as to ]he 
origin of religion, 2, That no connection is to he traced 
between the religion of the Egyptians and the religion 
of the Hebrews. A more deeded polytheism than that 
of Egypt cannot be imagined. So far from recognising 
any thing like the supremacy of a single Divine Being 
in their theolo^cal system, we can scarcely even trace 
any thing answering to that primacy of Jupiter which 
preserpes at least a vestige of monotheism in the religion 
of the Greeks. The rite of circumdsion, which is sup- 
posed to have been borrowed by one nation fi'om the 
other, was not practised by the Egyptians as a religious 
ceremony, nor upon infants, nor universally. And it is 
remarkable that the behef in the conscious existence of 
the soul and a retributive state after death — a doctrine 
hardly to he lost when once imparted — seems to have 
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been bo ptominent in tlie one faitJi while it was so much 
the reverse of prominent iu ike other. 3. That there 
was no connection between the mythology of Egypt and 
that of Greece. Subtract what is common to aU poly- 
theistic systems, and what is common to all systems of 
natnr^ religions, and absolutely no similarity remains. 
On the one side are forms of human beauty, majesty, 
and passion, in which the original groundwork of na- 
ture-worship ia as much as possible concealed by the 
working of a plastic imagination ; on the other side are 
forms bestial or grotesque, featureless and passionless, 
exhibiting nature-worship in one of its lowest stages. 
But in every respect, in language, in physiognomy, in 
mind, in political tendendes, in manners, as well as in 
religion, the contrariety between the Egyptian and the 
Attenian is complete. There is nothing on the other 
side except the vain pretensions of the priests of Thebes, 
the credulity of Herodotus, and the wildest legends of 
the mythical age ; and we are surprised thst so strict 
an ethnologist aa Mr. Kenrick should be inclined to ad- 
mit even the general fact of an Egyptian colonization. 

The mrat degrading part of the religion of the 
Egyptians was their animal worship, which they carried 
to a higher pitch than any other people, not excepting 
the Hindoos. Almost the whole animal and some part 
of the vegetable kingdom enjoyed eithei' a national or a 
local sanctity. God, it was said, grew in the gardens. 
The most cogent reasons of poMcy and tho terrible name 
of Eome failed to save from death the Roman who had 
killed a cat. Fancy had first assigned to each god hiB 
a or symbols among heasts or plants. Then tha 
s and plants themselves were reverenced, and at last 



iLvGoOglf 



woishipped. Stately avenues of colossal statues, mag- 
nificent porticoes, acd columned courts, ustered the 
awe-sti-icken devotee into the sacred presen f bis 
or an ape. The highest object of this superat t th 
bull Apis, was regarded as an actual in t f 

Osiris. No rational account of such a sy t m b 
given. The serpent cannot have been resp ted f t 
utility. The ibis cannot have been bono d th 
destroyer of the sacred seipent. Nothing d 
have beai perceived in the beetie or the ape Ti 
necfion between the god and the beast wa. lly 

the offspring of a grotesque imagination, and j neater ft 
and th^ superstitious tendency of the peopl did th 

The political constitution of E^ypt wa bas 1 n 
caste. The privileged castes were those of th w rs 
and the priests, who, with the Pharaohs, held f 11 
tie land of Egypt. The Government was an heieditary 
monarchy. When election was necessary, the two pri- 
vileged castas chose from among their own membera ; 
the people enjoyed only the right of acclamation. If 
the choice fell on a warrior, he was at once received into 
fie order and initiated into the wisdom of the priests. 
Legislation was the prerogative of the King; but he 
WM bound to rule and judge according to the law. 
He was much in the handa of the priests, who imposed 
sbict rulea upon bis life, aad- by a daily homily made 
the duties and virtues of sovereignty familiar, perhaps 
too familiar, to the Royal ear. The priests, in fact, 
were the lords of EgyjiL Exclusively possessed of sci- 
ence, and even of lettei's, numerous, wealthy, united in a 
angle pohty, a confined territory and an isolated people, 
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unchecked by any literary, ptilosophical, or foreign in- 
fluence, ihey must have exercised a dominion unrivalled 
by any priestliood in the history of tliB world. The 
result was a land of tempi® of deified apes and conse- 
ei'ated onions, a literature of religious inscriptions and 
funeral f^rolls, a Government apparently mild and hu- 
mane, an enduring polity and long internal peace, an 
intense and stubborn nationality, a civilization wondei'- 
ful but low, which in eveiy department, from the act of 
government t*i the art of wiiting, appears to have re- 
mained as nearly as possible at a fixed point for about 
2,000 yeaiB. The mummy, as it is the characterisfio 
product, is the fit emblem of ancient Egypt. Yet mate- 
rial happiness appears to have been enjoyed. From 
sporte, from caricatures, from the fanciful decorations of 
their houses, fi'om their use of music as a daily reci'ea- 
tion, we should judge that the Egyptians were not a 
gloomy people ; and that their sodal and poUtical sys- 
tem aimed, though imperfectly, at a high standard, 
may be inferred from the reverence, however exagger- 
ated, whieli was entertained for it by the Greets. 
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